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	1. Chapter 1

_**Spartan 112, Captain Conners**_: A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team.

_**Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason Beckett**_: A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idoit or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason.

_**Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason Dulley: **_A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle.

_**Spartan 334, Staff Sergeant Keegan Hesh**_: A smart sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive.

"Spartan 627! Get the Fuck DOWN!" Captain Conners yelled above the gunfire.

Jason ducked, rounds from a Covenant sniper narrowly missing him. He swore quietly under his breath.

"Jase, shut the fuck up before Capt. Hears you." Mason muttered darkly beside him. "Same mike dude, I can almost hear your freaking thoughts." He leaned out from the rock, shooting 6 clean shots to the snipers above the ridge.

Jason gritted his teeth. "Sometimes I hate you, Mase."

"Mason, create a diversion! Keegan, find a way above the ridge while me and Jason flank them!" Captain Conners spoke, the coms loud and clear.

"Got it Capt!" Keegan replied, his southern accent very prominent when he was preoccupied. "I can do that no prob!"

"Then get it the fuck done Sergeant!" Captain Conners snapped, returning fire. "Command, This is Captain Conners, Spartan 312, please respond! We are heavily outgunned and outmanned on HALO Ring Echo 56859, AKA HALO BETAA. We are trapped on the outter peninsula, on the northern side. Please Respond! Command, do you fucking copy?!"

Jason huffed, diving and making a roll to another rock. "Hey Mason, this isn't good." He shot, dropping a sniper. "Hell YEAH!" He whooped, ducking as rounds came his way.

"You idiot." Mason replied, a smirk on his face. "Capt, any reply?"

Captain Conners didn't reply, firing from his small outcropping of rocks. "Keegan, get the hell up there!"

Keegan slid into prone above their heads, sending small rocks falling near Conner's head. "Too goddam close Spartan!"

Keegan grunted in reply. "In position."

"Mason, go! Get there attention! Draw those bastards out into the open!"

Mason gave one nod, and took off in a sprint, running into the open, drawing the sniper's fire. "Come on you Covs! Show your big ugly asses!" He shouted, making a roll to evade an oncoming grenade.

The Kig-yar poked their spiked heads up, and picking up the speech from Mason, eagerly and stupidly ran down from their covered and protect positions.

"NOW!" Captain Conners yelled, firing his semi-automatic battle rifle with his lazer-pointed scope. He fired rapidly, dropping two of the Kig-yars, standing up as the other 4 dropped in their surprised tracks, Jason and Keegan reporting almost simutainously. "Cle-"

"Clear!"

"What is this, some type of choir?" Captain Conner growled. "Shut up you two, not a peep, thats a fucking order."

Keegan and Jason gave meek nods, and crouched down, Mason joining them.

"What now sir?" Mason asked quietly. "We are still 185 kilometers from the forward operating base. We certainly won't make that in one day on foot."

"No. ONI hasn't replied. Probably no signal. I'm not sure what to do about that, beside hope somehow this transmission reaches them somehow before we get desprate." Conners replied thoughtfully. "We can probably try to get a signal somewhere up the coast. Come on, Spartans. We will and can get through this."


	2. Chapter 2

_**Spartan 112, Captain Conners**_: A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. _Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue._

_**Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett**_: A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idoit or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason. _Dark orange armor with a black rim on his helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields._

_**Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley: **_A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. _Dark blue with charcoal grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees._

_**Spartan 334, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Hesh**_: A smart sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. _Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth._

"Fuck!" Jason growled, rocks breaking his short fall to the ground. He held his leg, pain radiating through it.

"Jason." Mason appeared beside him instantly. "Come on private." He grunted, partially picking him up and letting him lean on him.

The squad walked on for a few hours, but Mason was breathing heavily soon after. "Captain Conners, we need to stop and rest. Jase will never make it any farther."

Captain Conners sighed wearily. He knew Mason was right. The private must have done something pretty bad to his leg to accept help from any member of the squad. And the armor wasn't soft, true, it protected them from bullets and enemy lasers, but Spartan tech had yet to make them invinsible. "Take 5, then Keegan, do a recon rep and check out that lower ridge. If it's clear, we can make camp there, then set out in the morning. We have to reach Base before the sun sets tomorrow."

Keegan nodded confirmation, then slipped from view, not too tired. He quickly began to run up the hill, his breathing quiet, but coming fast. He was nervous.

Captain Conners grunted. They could all hear Keegan, and if he was nervous, then they were in some deep shit. "Keegan, slow it down a bit." Conners voice rumbled through the coms, his voice sure and confident, but almost sympathetic. "You can do this, Staff Sergeant."

Keegan didn't reply, but his breathing stopped over the coms. He controlled himself. "Sorry boys." He murmured lightly, his voice humorous. "Not used to so much exercise." He lied.

Captain Conners broke the awkward silence with a chuckle. "Get your arse up there, STS."

"Roger that."

"Well, that went well." Jase squeaked, then cleared his throat, removing his helmet. His eyes held tears.

"Hey now, Jason, lets take a look at that leg. We will have to loosen and re-program the armor so we can take it off." Mason said, athourity in his voice.

Conners said nothing, but made a mental note to thank Mason later. He had really no compassion for people in pain. He had been in worse, more painful wounds covering his body than more than 99% of the entire army went through in their lives. They usually just died. A quick and, for the most part, a painless death. He had the scars to prove it his pain. And Master Chief, the son of a gun, was part of the rescue force who rescued him and the other POWs with him. So Conners also had the word of a legend. He honestly couldn't sympathize with Jason.

After a few painful hours, long after Keegan had returned with nothing to report, Mason succeeded in taking off Jason's lower leg armor.

"Keegan, hand me a bandage from Jason's bag. Make sure it's a thick one, he's going to need it for tomorrow's trip."

Keegan stood, walking over to the where he had last seen Jason drop the bag. It wasn't there. "Hey Jase, where'd the hell you put the bag?" Keegan walked in front to where Jason was laying. "I can't find it."

Jason was breathing deeply, his leg broken clean just above the ankle, but the amor had heated it, mixed with his sweat, and to his dirty amor, the leg was badly swollen and looking very bad. He needed medical attention immidiately. "I don't know, Keegan. I left it near the fire, next to the supplies." Jason muttered, eyes closed.

Keegan's gaze quickly went to Conners, who lifted his assult rifle slowly.

Jason glanced at Mason, eyes wide. "What the hell is going on?" He muttered worriedly, grasping frantically for his gun, the pain blocking his clear thoughts.

"Shhh, steady there. Easy, Jason, easy." Mason murmured, pulling his gun behind him out of Jason's reach. He glanced at Conners while gently pressing Jason down. "We need cover. We can't move him tonight, Conners. We need help bad."

Conners swore. "Fuck. The forward operating base is still a good days walk." He murmured to Keegan. "What do you think?"

"We need to move. Someone took the bag, but who and why, I dont know." Keegan replied, his voice thoughtful.

Conners removed his helmet, his head and face covered by his black mask. A Ghost mask. A old team that was rumored that Master Chief was part of when he first became a Spartan. 

Keegan didn't know why Conners always wore it, but he guessed it was to hide something. *We all got something to hide.* Keegan thought wearily to himself. But it made it hard to trust his commanding officer. "What do you want me to do?"

"Go stay above the ridge. Be ready to stay the night. Keep an eye on us, but yourself as well. I can't cover you up there, but thats the only way. I need to be down here to help Mason move Jason if needed." Conners glanced at Keegan, his dark green, sparkling eyes serous. "Watch your fucking back, STS, that's an order. "

Keegan nodded. He glanced at his captain, his dark green Spartan amor offering perfect cover. "Later, Capt." Keegan joked softly, then sped into the night.

"Good luck, Spartan." Conners whispered, his words dying on the wind. He turned back to the dying fire, and to his Spartans.


	3. Chapter 3

_**Spartan 112, Captain Conners**_: A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. _Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue._

_**Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett**_: A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idoit or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason. _Dark orange armor with a black rim on his helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields._

_**Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley: **_A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. _Dark blue with charcoal grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees._

_**Spartan 334, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Hesh**_: A smart sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. _Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth._

Conners gazed into the dying embers of the fire. Mason was quietly dozing, leaning against a nearby tree, Jason's head resting on his knees as a pillow. Both had their helmets off, but Mason kept his gun close. Conners' gaze returned to the fire, his figure unmoving. His head hurt, mostly from worrying on how to get his men out of here alive. And delivering the message. That stupid, boring message, confusing and a load of jabber. It made no sense, yet it could be the key to ending the war. Also the reason they were all out here in this god-forsaken place. "How's it going, Keegan?" Conners whispered, putting his helmet on.

Keegan grunted.

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Conners chuckled softly, as to not wake the others.

"Its quiet. Too quiet." Came the husky, raspy voice of Keegan. "Something is watching me. Watching you. I don't know what or who yet. Not Elites; they would have shown themselves by now, Captain."

Conners felt the hair on his neck rise. "Keegan-"

"Ah-!" Keegan gave a quiet cry over the coms, which were still on. Then it went silent.

"Keegan!" Conners barked, standing up. "Mas-"

"Don't move or you're dead." A deadly voice sounded through the stillness. A cold barrel of a gun pressed against Conners helmet. "Put the gun down now."

Conners gritted his teeth in frustration. "Who are you?" He demanded.

"You are in no position to argue, Spartan 112." The voice growled. "Drop your weapons, or your sniper and two Spartans, one wounded, will die."

Conners hesitated, then slowly dropped his weapon. "Done." He spat, hands raised.

"Get on the ground."

"Why the fu- ah!" Conners grunted with pain as the person hit his back harshly in the weaker, less protected spot.

"Do I need to repeat myself?"

"No." Conners muttered, laying flat on the ground, his rim on his helmet burying into the dirt gently.

"Skyfall, secure the weapons all around. Make sure they are no where near the Spartans."

"Yes sir." a new voice sounded.

"Lance, put out that fire."

"Yes sir!" a voice echoed the other. The man stood in front of Conners, his back to him still.

"Harley, keep your weapon on this Spartan at all times. Jagger, take your team, and tie up the rest of the Spartans. Make sure they are secured at all times."

"Yes sir!"

"Yes Sir!"

"Who are you? Can you least answer this to me?" Conners growled. He then gasped. "Marines."

"Thats right, you piece of shit." The Marine in charge growled at him. "You're a goddam Spartan, and you're lucky I didn't just kill you and get it over with. You can call me ArkAngel. You don't deserve to know my fucking name, Spartan." ArkAngel spat, hatred in his voice. He turned to look at him. A long, jagged, white scar ran down his face, over his right eye. His black helmet was held in his hand, his whole armor midnight and ghostly black, down to his boots. His guns was modified, with a snipers scope on his Spartan laser gun, and a knife on his assault rifle. His eyes were a piercing blue, bright against his tanned skin. His hair was jet-black, and he was almost as tall as Conners himself. His entire face was expressionless, yet angry and commanding at the same time. ArkAngel moved easily, smoothly, but power and death was in his step.

"Why do you hate me?" Conners growled, after his shock was over.

"I hate Spartans. All of us do."

"But we are on the same side. We are all soldiers."

"No!" ArkAngel snapped. "WE are the soldiers, the humans, the real men here. You are nothing but robots, murderers, weapons." ArkAngel turned on his heel, speaking to a Marine dressed in black like him, but his boots were grey. "Nightflash, keep an eye on him." He turned to another, dressed in black, but with grey boots and a helmet that didn't cover his head. "Jagged, the rest secure?"

"Yes sir, but Logan reported Covenant activity. Elites." Jagged replied, his dark grey eyes piercing Conners's eyes. "We will be surrounded in a matter of hours if we don't move."


	4. Chapter 4

_**(Okay, I will be adding the new soldiers, but only in the order of importance. So I added ArkAngel's information, but I add the others later on during the story.)**_

_**Spartan 112, Captain Conners**_: A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. _Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue._

_**Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett**_: A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idoit or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason. _Dark orange armor with a black rim on his helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields._

_**Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley: **_A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. _Dark blue with charcoal grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees._

_**Spartan 334, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Hesh**_: A smart sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. _Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth._

**Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning:** Captain of the Delta 5 Marine Recon Division, Platoon 6. After the forward operating base was destroyed, he was the highest ranking officer left alive, and quickly rose to restore order to the Delta 5 Team, which now consisted of the entire base. He is a livid enemy of the Spartans: he knows what happened at Camp Conta, the forward op. base. _A long, jagged, white scar runs down his face, over his right eye. His whole armor is midnight and ghostly black, down to his boots._

**First Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker:** Logan is a smart, stealthy sniper. He is the exact same age as Lucas, known only as ArkAngel, and is is closest friend and his second-in-command. He is fair and almost kind, and doesn't share Lucas's level of hatred for the Spartans, although he wouldn't hesitate to hurt them. _Dark brown camo, computerized. Black rim on his helmet, knee, shoulder, and arm shields. His covering over his eyes is completely black to help with blending in._

Conners sat in a circle, gazing around at his men. Keegan's helmet rested beside him, his face bloody and bruised. Mason was biting his lip in anger, eyes closed. Jason was nowhere to be seen. Jagged's team had taken one look at his wound, and ordered him taken away. Conners had to assume he was left for dead. He glanced angrily at ArkAngle. "This isn't over, ArkAngel." He threatened.

"No, it isn't, Spartan. This won't be over till all the Spartans are long gone."

"Where are we going? Why aren't you taking us to the forward op. base? Camp Conta, or are you just letting your men kill themselves walking and using up fuel for this warthog?" He said sarcastically.

ArkAngel let out a roar of rage, turning and beating him, his fist hitting his jaw, pushing him hard into the bottom of the warthog. "I will kill you! As you killed our brothers!" He yelled, voice livid with anger.

Marines paused, and the warthog slowed, as men removed their own helmets. Their eyes were dead, but hatred flamed in them. They gathered around the two, gazing at them with hungry eyes. "Kill 'em, ArkAngel." One Marine spat softly.

"What the hell do you mean?" Conners choked out, blood in his mouth, as ArkAngel hesitated for a second. He grunted in pain, in repsonse to his question.

"You mother-fucking Spartans murdered our-MY- brothers! You attacked the base for no reason, and you say we are on the same team! ONI ceased contact with us, and won't tell use what to do! We don't even know WHAT we did." He slowly stopped, breathing heavily from the fight. He stood, glaring down at Conners. "We are taking you to our temporary base. From there, we will figure out what to do with you." ArkAngel glanced at the others. "Your time will come, don't worry." He growled, wiping his brow. He put on his helmet again. "Keep moving."

The Marines slowly dispersed, walking along the warthog, glancing around uneasily.

"Camp Conta is gone then, Captain?" Keegan whispered wearily.

"Yes, and so is most of our Marine force." Conners whispered back, dread in his voice.

ArkAngel's hands trembled. He moved to the mongoose. He glanced at his friend, Logan. He had just gotten back in time to move, and was driving ArkAngel's Mongoose.

Logan gazed with steely greyish blue eyes at ArkAngel's visor. "You lost control." He said softly.

"Yes." ArkAngel got onto the back. "Drive. We need to make it back before sundown or we are dead. Those Spartans are still out there. They will kill us, Logan."

"These Spartans seemed oblivous to what has happened, Lucas." Logan warned him gently. "Maybe they had no part in it. You have to admit, they haven't done or said anything that could even suggest they knew about the attack."

"No. They still haven't answered why they are out here in the first place. And Until I ask them, and they give a valid, reasonable answer, they are my prisoners, Logan. I won't let these bastards go yet." ArkAngel turned his gaze in front of the Mongoose. "I will have my revenge on the Spartans. And you know you do too. And the rest of the men. To Spartans, killing us would be following orders. No different than killing the Covies. They aren't the humans here, we are, Logan."

Logan gave a sigh. "So killing them so they don't have a chance to explain themselves is human, Lucas?" Logan waited for the answer, but ArkAngel didn't reply. Logan bit his lip, then revved the engine, doing a bit of recon ahead.

*No one is human in this war.* ArkAngel thought sadly to himself. *Not even you, Logan, oh, if only you knew.*

Conners finaly lifted his head. A Marine grabbed him roughly, then threw him out of the warthog. "How'd that feel, you lous- Sir!" The Marine quickly saluted as Logan appeared.

"Corporal, what the hell do you think you are doing?" Logan snapped, holding his helmet to his side, his dark brown hair cut short.

"Moving them to their cel-"

"I can see that, Corporal! But with this treatment, Corporal? We are still human."

"But they aren't, Sir." The Corporal spat angrily.

Logan sighed. "Get the rest out. I will escort them to their cells."

The Corporal saluted once, then turned and, with a bit more care, but certainly no gentler, he pushed Mason and Keegan out.

Mason glared at him. "I'll kill you, mangy-"

"Sergeant, shut up!" Conners growled. He sensed an ally in this First Lieutenant, but he could also tell that this soldier still didn't like them.

"Come on, on your feet." The Lieutenant commmanded. He helped Conners, then Keegan to their feet. When he offered Mason assistence, Mason shook him off roughly. "I'm not takin' help from you murders." He spat. 

"And we didn't just kill about 100,000 Marines." the Lieutenant asnwered dryly, but his eyes sparked with anger.

"We didn't kill your goddam Marines!" Mason roared, but was cut off as the Lieutenant punched him to the ground.

"Like hell you didn't!" He retorted.

Conners let out a growl. "Mason, shut up! That's a fucking order, Sergeant!"

Mason didn't reply, but kept silent.

The Lieutenant shook his fist, taking the sting from it. "Well, at least you can keep control." He remarked quietly to Conners. "It takes either a good leader, or a fearless dictator. And right now, you could be either." He gave them a gentle push forward. "Start walking. First corridor on your right, turn to it. Then, skip the next 3 corridors till you reach the one on the left. Go down that one, and there will be your cells. I will be behind you at all times, so don't try anything. You do, I will shoot you. Comprenday?"

"Yeah, whatever." Conners growled, but kept moving. The small house didn't even look big enough to house 5 Spartans. "What the heck is t- Wow." He breathed, gazing with amazed eyes at the sight before them.  
>A Marine had pulled open a hidden hatch, under a wooden, weak table, and urshered them in. Underneath, was a giant hanger, with modified warthogs, the Stingers, and all the air support vehicles. Numurous tunnels branched off from this main room, with a giant set of metal doors on the far end. The entrance to the hanger.<p>

"Holy _sheeet_ dude." Keegan breathed.

Conners gave a nod of agreement. He kept moving after a few minutes, following the Lieutenant's instructions to the letter. He walked into the first cell, and Keegan was pushed in with him. Masn went into the run directly across from them.

"Your private will join you in a moment. I take it he was why this one was so hostile?" the Lieutenant asked Conners easily, giving Mason a sharp nod. "Fought like a bear without her cubs when we took his sorry arse away for medical assistance. Wounded a few of my own men, you Spartans are so ungrateful." At Conners's surprise look, the Lieutenant snorted with disgust. "You thought we killed him. We still have a bit of humanity left in us, Spartans."

"Yeah, but apparently not enough."


	5. Chapter 5

_**Spartan 112, Captain Conners**_: A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. _Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue._

_**Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett**_: A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idoit or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason. _Dark orange armor with a black rim on his helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields._

_**Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley: **_A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. _Dark blue with charcoal grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees._

_**Spartan 334, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Hesh**_: A smart sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. _Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth._

**Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning:** Captain of the Delta 5 Marine Recon Division, Platoon 6. After the forward operating base was destroyed, he was the highest ranking officer left alive, and quickly rose to restore order to the Delta 5 Team, which now consisted of the entire base. He is a livid enemy of the Spartans: he knows what happened at Camp Conta, the forward op. base. _A long, jagged, white scar runs down his face, over his right eye. His whole armor is midnight and ghostly black, down to his boots._

**First Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker, Marine:** Logan is a smart, stealthy sniper. He is the exact same age as Lucas, known only as ArkAngel, and is is closest friend and his second-in-command. He is fair and almost kind, and doesn't share Lucas's level of hatred for the Spartans, although he wouldn't hesitate to hurt them. _Dark brown camo, computerized. Black rim on his helmet, knee, shoulder, and arm shields. His covering over his eyes is completely black to help with blending in._

**Second Lieutenant Jace "Jagged" Felt, Marine:** The third-in-command, in charge of the small ground assult forces, and a good battle strategy planner. He follows orders, and is considered the perfect soldier. He had begun Spartan training when he was only 12 years old, but had escaped when he was 14, just before his final section of training was begining. He was just getting settled in civilian life, ready to marry his long-time sweetheart, when the draft for the Covenant wars came out, and again, he was dragged into service. His soon-to-be wife was murdured by an Elite that a Spartan failed to kill. _Dressed in black, but with grey boots and a helmet that doesn't cover his entire face._

Logan didn't know how to respond to what that Captain had said. *He certainly isn't stupid.* He thought to himself, walking towards the central command room.

"Logan, report to the command center."

"Already here, Lucas." Logan grinned at ArkAngel, then leaned aganist the wall. "What did you need me for?"

"I want to see what you thought on putting our men here on the ridge, and keeping them there until we are able to beat the covies ba-"

"And it's confirmed they are here?" Logan asked, bewildered.

"No, but it's good to keep on our toes."

"But Sir, it's NOT a good idea this time because our men are exhausted. They are getting weaker, even with just the day and night patrols. If anything, we need to cut them down. We just don't have enough men to do anything at the moment." Logan explained desprately. "Luc- ArkAngel, our men aren't strong enough to do all this. We've been running since the attack."

"Exactly. And we can't hold out forever, Logan."

"No, we can't, but what's going to go first, our men, or their strength to fight?" Logan countered, standing up.

ArkAngel sighed. "This is where the Spartans come in. You asked me to interrigate them, and I am going to now. I realized we can't do this alone. Day patrols, we will add a Spartan. They last longer. And even that Spartan Captain knows that ONI commanded anyone in the area to defend HALO BETAA, so if we lose this ridge, then we have lost this part of the ring, possibly forever. So in order to follow orders, they are gonna have to help us, they know they can't protect this by themselves. And if they were instructed to kill us, then we might as well let them go so they can at least kill some Covies while they are coming at us."

Logan snorted, but he couldn't argue. Keeping the Spartans locked up would be stupid during an attack, because then they would just die. Better to let them kill a few Covies as well, if they decided killing Marines would be more important than defending HALO BETAA. "RIght. I'll go with you interrogate them, ArkAngel." Logan always tried to call him ArkAngel in the presence of his men, in order to keep respect.

"Alright, permission granted." ArkAngel responded. "Lets get this thing done."

Jagged had watched the entire conversation, and hated how Stryker had so little respect for chain of command, but he couldn't do anything. He had agreed whole-heartedly at ArkAngel's plan, and had seen the genius in it. He shrugged. "Tom." He called his platoon sergeant. "Get the men on the ridge immidiately. Send Strike Force Alpha to the northern ridge, above the falls. Make sure they don't move from that spot."

"Yes sir." Tom responded.

ArkAngel walked into the prison area. "Spartan 112, please stand up."

Conners gave a huff and stood face-to-face with the Lieutenant. "What do you want?" He sneered, spotting ArkAngel behind him.

"Stryker, back off please. I will head this interrigation." ArkAngel growled.

"Interrigation?" Conners bit back a laugh. "Aren't you just gonna make sure we were meant to kill you?"

ArkAngel growled. "If only it were so easy." He flipped the shields off.

Conners didn't move, surprise on his face. "You gonna kill us?"

"No. Stryker here, my Lieutenant, will lead you to your new quarters. He will brief you on the way there. Captain, I never asked your name."

"Conners. Captain Conners."

"Alrighty. Captain Conners, I am not asking for your help. I never would bring myself to as low a status as that. But I will ask this, for my men's sake, that you kill more Covies than us." With that, ArkAngel turned, walking down the dark corridor, and slowly out of sight.

"So you're Stryker?" Keegan coughed, asking the Lieutenant.

"Yes. You can call me Stryker. Or Logan, whichever is easier."

"Logan makes you human." Keegan muttered.

"I wish I could say the same for you, Spartan." Stryker responded, walking down a hall. "Follow me. "

Conners walked beside him. "What are we doing? You know we could kill you easily with our bare hands." 

Stryker turned and hit him, pushing him into the wall. Conners pushed back, using his strength, and dropping him on his back.

Stryker kneed him in the stomach, ignoring the pain in his own knee from the force of the blow connecting with the Spartan armor, but it was enough.

Conners grunted, bending slightly, and wheeled backwards with a blow from Stryker's fist. He wiped his lip, which was bloody from the blow. He warily watched Stryker rise.

"I would ask you to keep your unwanted comments to yourself, Spartan." Stryker spat. "Just because you think you are so invincible doesn't mean us "lower" men can't fight for ourselves. We can put up a fight, so don't think you are so above us."

Conners began to laugh. "Okay, Lieutenant, agreed. I'll stop the comments if you stop yours. I must admit, I did not expect such an outcome from you."

Stryker let a small smile form. "Well, now you know. Come on, follow me. We are wasting precious time." He turned, walking forward yet again.

Mason walked next to Conners. "You okay sir?"

"Just fine, Mason, just fine. Here is an honerable opponent, a possibly ally. He knows what he's doing." Conners responded quietly. "So whats the plan, Styker?"

"First, your names."

"I'm Mason."

"Keegan."

"I'm Conners."

"I already told you my name. Now, ArkAngel decided to let you guys go. In truth, we need help." Stryker stopped in a room, a map in the center. He sighed wearily. "With the loss of so many men, and being chased by both Covies and Spartans, we can't continue fighting. Our men are exhausted. We are all in need of a good sleep. Most of us haven't slept for over 74 hours. We need the rest. But we can't keep up with patrolling for Elites or Spartans, and keeping us healthy. It's not working. ArkAngel forshadows a coming and very soon Covenant attack, and I agree. They know we here. And we can't win this battle. Not by ourselves. So if you were ordered to kill us, please consider this: Defending this ring is more important."

Captain Conners nodded. "I agree. You are pretty smart, Stryker. For the last time, we were not ordered to kill you, and even if we were, we would not. We are not that barbaric."

Stryker smiled, relief on his face. "I trust you, but ArkAngel will not bend so easily. Good luck Spartans, get a good nights sleep, then report to the command room, and we will give you your updates of the plans and your patrols. And Captain, your private Jason is going to be fine, his fever broke this morning. Some poison from a Covie sniper somehow leaked through the armor, and touched his leg, so it poisoned his leg pretty good. But he will make it."


	6. Chapter 6

_**Spartan 112, Captain Conners**_: A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. _Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue._

**Spartan 117, Staff Sergeant John:** Master Chief, although he doesn't have his nickname yet. His best friend was Josh and Conners, together, they were his allys, his first friends, his brothers. His last name was kept from his friends, as was Josh's and Conners at the moment. _ Dark green amor, very tall, and blueish eyes._

**Spartan 113, First Lieutenant Joshua "Josh" Blake:** His best friend is Conners, and they trained together, along with John. They are a team, together, they are unstoppable. But, unfortunately, everyone knew he was the lowest of the team, the only reason he was allowed to stay with his two friends was because his spirit and they wouldn't work without him. _Grey Spartan apprentice armor, never graduated to actual Spartan amor. Had a skull and crossbones on his chest._

_**Spartan 334, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Hesh**_: A smart sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. _Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth._

Conners lay in his bunk, thinking quietly. *Am I doing the right thing?* He thought to himself wearily. He thought of the fateful day the first time he lost a man under his command...

"Joshua, get the fuck down! Tanks comin' in a moment, buddy!" Conners yelled to Joshua "Josh" Blake, Spartan 113, his first lieutenant. "Well, the battle plan anyway."

"Hell yeah! I'm doing great Capt!" Josh retorted. "How are you? I'm doing fine, Conners, thanks very much. Tanks here? Man dude, I love you." He growled sarcastically. "Your tank of a brain better hurry!"

"Okay, mother fucker, I get your point." chuckled Conners, shooting a few rounds towards the people shooting back. "Gotta love these people!"

"Oh, this party ain't even started yet newbie!" Josh grunted, taking a roll towards him, landing next to Conners. "How ya doing partner?"

Conners let out a ghostly laugh. "Heck yeah. Yo John! You alright there?"

"Just fine!" John, Spartan 117, laughed. "These bastards really don't give up do they?"

"Ha, not yet. Just wait. Top Scientists don't want us out on the field just yet, so they give us the trainers." Conners replied. "Okay, here's the plan. Josh, get your ass to point C. John, cover me as I draw their fire to point A. Then Josh can quickly shoot their asses off. But John, you run to Point D as soon as Josh opens fire. Once they see me or Josh run or shoot, they are gonna guess the plan. We are gonna mess it up a bit. You run like hell through that no-man's-land, and shoot their guts out all over Josh here. But watch your fire for friendlies. Then we will have them pinned between two forces. Ready?"

"Hell yeah man. Surprised you thought of this plan first." John chuckled.

Josh laughed. "This is why you and John are ahead of me. I would never be this insane. I'm in." He readied himself.

"Mark, Set, DO!" Conners yelled the familiar team battle cry before charging out.

Josh took off, sprinting down the corridor.

John provided cover fire, shooting the strays.

Conners got in position. "Go! Storm 'em, Josh!"

"HEEELLLLL YEAH!" Josh shouted, spraying bullets.

"Watch your fire for John! Go John, Block 'em out!" Conners yelled, running to meet with Josh.

John sprinted to the end of the tunnel, blocking the people in. "Open fire! Don't spray and pray!"

"OOHHRAA!" Josh yelled.

"Clear. They're down, boys." Conners chuckled. He offered a hand up to one of the fallen training soldiers. "No hard feelings?"

"Shut the fuck up captain and put yourself in my place. Those rubber bullets actually hurt to us normal foke." The platoon leader grunted, accepting his hand up. "Nice move your arse made there. Didn't see it coming. You or John think it up?"

"All him sir. I just went along this time." John smiled.

"And no one thinks it was me?" Josh asked hopefully.

"Not really." Everyone laughed, then headed to the gunnery.

"Time to get some sleep and get our scores tomor-" the platoon leader was cut off as the ground and ceiling rumbled. "god no." He breathed, face filled with terror. "Run to the escape pods!" He screamed, his own men scrambling for the real ammo.

"Dam! It's locked, Captain!" A sergeant frantically called. "My codes not working!" He grunted as he hit the small cage.

"What the hell is going on!" Conners yelled, punching in the small door, and loading his gun. "We aren't leaving till you tell me what's going on, Captain!"

The platoon leader, who was now Captain, caught a assult rifle thrown to him. "We are under a goddam attack, Spartan, get your Ass to the escape pods! Now! Protect your men at all costs, Captain!" He yelled in Conners face. "Sergeant! See that they get there!"

"Yes Sir!" Sergeant Walls responded. "Follow me, Spartans! We must get you out of here!"

The alarm began to blare, the noise defening. Sergeant Walls was in battle form, checking the halls quietly. "Captain is going to buy us some time. We need to go. Now. Conners, take point. Go directly to the Escape pods. I'll take back. I'll explain everything when we are in the pods. Go."

Conners took point, rapidly sprinting the last few feet to the narrow hanger where the escape pods were located. He spun around at a scream cut short.

Sergeant Walls was hanging in midair by some type of glowing sword. The wielder was a terrifying creature, with a face that parted in a smirk mixed with a roar of triumph. "Leaving?" His raspy voice held a type of accent. His armor fit his body, definately not human, and it was a dark purple color.

"Is that an-" Josh began, but made a summersault to avoid the sword-like object as the creature rushed at him. "Battle formation Tree!" Conners yelled. "We ain't going anywhere ugly!" He yelled, running to it, fighting hand-to-hand combat, using his gun and wrist to block the sword. "Josh! Get his- AH!" Conners let out a groan as he was punched backwards, hitting the cement wall hard. He slid down, back against the wall, struggling to stay awake. His bare head felt wet as blood tricked down from a gash.

"Josh! Conners is down!" John shouted. "Take him!" John commanded, leaping into the air. He grabbed his knife. "Wait. He's mine." He ordered Josh quietly, giving him a signal.

The alien gazed at him, a evil chuckle forming. "Brave, human, but you cannot hope to beat me."

"Shut up and fight!" John yelled, rushing at him. He blocked the blow, but the weapon cut through John's knife in an instant.

"Josh, Now!" Conners shouted weakly.

Josh leaped onto the alien's back, stabbing it repeatedly, yelling the battle cry.

The alien backed up into the wall, crushing Josh.

Josh gave a cry, his knees trembling as he leaned against the wall for support.

The alien's powerful arm slung John away as he tried to distract him, but it was no use. John was on the ground, unable to move.

In one fluid motion, the alien turned, the glowing blade buring deep into Josh's chest.

Josh coughed, his voice raspy, blood gathering in his mouth, his face deathly serous, his eyes painful. "Fuck you, alien." He whispered, gasping for breath, face pale.

The alien smirked, then twisted the knife suddenly, then pulled it out of Josh's body.

Josh fell to the ground, not moving.

"NO! JOSHUA!" Conners screamed with rage, his mind blank and numb as he stood, diving between the alien's legs, and slide to Sergeant Walls's body, pulling out the handgun, and his angry face still as he shot rapidly 6 times into the alien's head.

The alien gave no noise as it fell to the ground.

"Joshua." John breathed quietly, holding his head and gently smacking his ckeek. "Josh, stay with me."

A sob tore at Conners's throat. "We need to go. He's dead. John, help me with Sergeant Walls. He's still breathing. Barely. Get him into the escape pod. I will start the launch."

John dragged Sergeant Walls into the pod, buckling him in.

Conners knelt by the alien body, taking the sword. He pressed the small cleft he saw the alien press, and the energy disappeared, leaving the handle. He clipped it to his belt, then turned to Josh. He gently ran a hand over his face, closing his eyes. "I'm sorry, Josh." He whispered, then left.

Conners thought about the moments after. Sergeant Walls, with his last breath, told them of the Elites, the Covanant, the reason the Spartans were created. The final test, which they had just succeeded, told the Head Scientist that they were ready, and were to begin their training on fighting Elites the next day after the briefing. Conners and John were the two that passed all other scores. They were the ones who were expected to lead the others, even the ones who had completed all the forms of training. The attack on the camp had startled everyone, and many young Spartans were killed who had not yet begun their Elite training, like Josh. It was complete skill that John and Conners survived, said Walls. And They were thrust into it suddenly.

Walls died in the pod, his wounds too great. John gave an enraged yell, punching the side. Conners didn't make a sound, his face expressionless. War had begun, and he was never again going to bond with his men. Or man. Never again. Conners promised himself, as his hand gently fingered the handle of the sword. His reminder. His sword. And he will kill every Elite he could with this sword. He swore on it.

Conners dragged himself out of his thoughts.

"You okay, Captain?" Keegan asked quietly. He sat up in his bunk, gazing questioningly at his commanding officer.

"Yes. Just remembering something, Keegan."

"And what's that, Sir? If you don't mind me asking?"

"Never Again." Conners replied softly. "Never Again."


	7. Chapter 7

_**Spartan 112, Captain Conners**_: A hardcore, tough,

and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to

not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some

secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. Has jet black amor, with dark blue

rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue.

_**Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett**_: A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idiot or stranger

to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best

friend and mentor is Mason. Dark orange armor with a black rim on his

helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields.

_**Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley**_:

A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC

was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded

him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. Dark blue with charcoal

grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees.

_**Spartan 334, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Hesh**_: A

brilliant sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very

quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most

calmest and trusted Spartans alive. Dark green amor with some military camo

built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth.

_**Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning**_: Captain of the Delta 5

Marine Recon Division, Platoon 6. After the forward operating base was

destroyed, he was the highest ranking officer left alive, and quickly rose to

restore order to the Delta 5 Team, which now consisted of the entire base. He is

a livid enemy of the Spartans: he knows what happened at Camp Conta, the forward

op. base. A long, jagged, white scar runs down his face, over his right eye.

His whole armor is midnight and ghostly black, down to his boots.

_**First Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker, Marine**_: Logan is a

brilliant, stealthy sniper. He is the exact same age as Lucas, known only as

ArkAngel, and is is closest friend and his second-in-command. He is fair and

almost kind, and doesn't share Lucas's level of hatred for the Spartans,

although he wouldn't hesitate to hurt them. Dark brown camo, computerized.

Black rim on his helmet, knee, shoulder, and arm shields. His covering over his

eyes is completely black to help with blending in.

_**Second Lieutenant Jace "Jagged" Felt, Marine**_: The

third-in-command, in charge of the small ground assult forces, and a good battle

strategy planner. He follows orders, and is considered the perfect soldier. He

had begun Spartan training when he was only 12 years old, but had escaped when

he was 14, just before his final section of training was begining. He was just

getting settled in civilian life, ready to marry his long-time sweetheart, when

the draft for the Covenant wars came out, and again, he was dragged into

service. His soon-to-be wife was murdured by an Elite that a Spartan failed to

kill. Dressed in black, but with grey boots and a helmet that doesn't cover

his entire face.

Captain Connors sat up, wincing. Sleeping in Spartan amor was definately advised against, and for good reason. He took off his helmet. He glanced over at Keegan. He had almost told the seasoned fighter. But how could he understand? Granted, he lost men. Lots of men. And others blamed him. But it wasn't completely his fault. Because of his expertise, he was often deployed on suicide missions. Suicide missions for other Spartans, but not for him. No, he could do it. But it was against bloody proticol, so he had to have a team. And every mission, he would lose someone. The commanding officers knew who was to blame, but never changed anything. He sighed deeply, pushing the thoughts aside. He climbed off, and fought the urge to force the Spartan armor off. Of course, that meant if he was attacked, he wouldn't be able to get it back on in time. He stretched briefly. He glanced once more at his men. Keegan, always the light sleeper, opened one eye. At Connors nod, he closed his eyes and dozed back off.

Down the hall, after a dozen turnarounds and tunnels connecting and exiting off the main one, Connors walked into what seemed to be the commands room. A giant map on a round table was in the middle of the room, panels, computers, and things Connors didnt even begin to understand littered the room. Men scurried to and fro, some staring at him, other ignoring him completely. He spotted ArkAngel talking to a group of ODSTs ina corner.

"ArkAngel, do these men still have their pods?" Connors strode over, jumping into the hushed conversation.

ArkAngel glared at him but nodded. "They're not just called ODSTs, Captain." He bit out tersely.

Connors nodded quickly, ignoring the tone. "ArkAngel, are. They. Functional?"

One of the ODSTs, whos nametag tagged him as Levi, cut in. "Look, Spartan, maybe you don't have good ODSTs where you come from, in which they're a disgrace to our name, but ones who take pride in the name ODST will be prepared for anything. Even being stranded on some godforsaken Halo ring in the middle of nowhere. So you ask us if we're ready to fight, you better be prepare to step the fuck up 'cuz we will leave you IN THE DUST!" He yelled the final words, grinning in victory as the rest of the ODSTs whooped and cried the ODST battle cry.

"Who are you!?" A lieutenant of the ODSTs yelled out, seemingly oblivious to everyone but his fellow teammates.

"THE FUCKING COVIE KILLING MACHINES!" The ODSTs responded heartily.

"WHO ARE YOU?!" the lieutenant shouted once more.

"ODST MARINES! OORAHHH!"" The men cried out in chorus.

ArkAngel smiled at Levi. "Done?"

"Yes sir, thank you. Feel much better." Levi replied cheekily with a smile.

ArkAngel snorted. "Dissmissed Lieutenant." He laughed.

Connors waited till the men had left, then turned to ArkAngel. "Where's Stryker?" He asked quickly. "I have an idea for the Covies, but I need him here to help balance things out."

ArkAngel shook his head. "Can it wait 2 hours? Logan hasn't slept for 72 hours... He's finally agreed to two hours' rest. I'm worried about him out of everyone. This war, this battle, this fight itself is killing him."

Connors shook his head. "It's important. I need to brief you both as soon as possible, ArkAngel." He turned, heading back for his bunk.

"Why don't you just tell me?"

Connors didn't slow his stride as he called back "I want to be able to finish telling my plan before you kill me yourself."

ArkAngel grimaced.

_**~IN THE BUNKS, Logan, AKA STRYKER.**_

Logan ran. His breath came in short bursts. His mother's screams echoed through the woods. He was 16 again, running for his life in the woods. His sister Cassie ran ahead, urging him on.

"Come on! Don't give up! Don't think of Mom! Just run! Think of Lucas! He needs you! I need you! Don't let them catch you, Lo; Just follow me!" Cassie urged him, the assault rifle swung into play like the soldier she was born to be.

Logan ran blindly after her, stumbling as he tripped on a root.

Cassie pulled him up, firing short bursts at whatever was following them. Flowies. They would kill him slowly, taking over his body slowly, painfully.

Suddenly, the ground fell out from under them, and fell for what seemed like eternity, Flowies howling after them, his mother's grostique voice echoing throughout the fissure they fell through... Her misshapen body reaching for them, murming for them to come to her...

They hit the ground, and he was 21, Cassie 23. She was leading them in the undergrowth back home, Bates, Gardner, and Rogue... Floodies everywhere. He remembered camping in a cave for the night... A safehouse. The Halo ring that held his old home was a battlefield now. They were trying to get to the extraction point, and rid the ring of as many Flowies as possible. He fell asleep. Terrified. He was always scared. He awoke to murmurs.

"Cassie, please!''

"Don't forget your place, Rogue. I'm still team captain and platoon leader to ABK 5."

"Cassie, if you really love me, then you'd listen to why I can't let you do this. And you wouldn't do this. Please, Cass. For me." Rogue begged, voice emotional and husky. Strange for a guy of his strength and stature. "Please, Cass. Logan needs you. I need you."

"Oh Rogue." Cassie's voice filled with tears. "Please don't ask me again. I have to go. After I broke the firewall... After what I learned from ONI what the Forrunners did... I need to go. I need to learn why. My mother died from this. Herachio died from them. My father died from them. I'll be back. I promise."

Logan stood silently, creeping out by the entrance of the cave. Cassie stood enveloped in Rogue's strong arms, almost invisable in his broad chest.

"I love you."

Logan swallowed, terror filling him even more as everything swirled around him, and they stood on a battlefield. One path led to the EP, the other... To their old home. The heart of the Flood, or Flowies, command center. Cassie stood among the dust and smoke, yelling at them to go. He watched as Rogue took one step, his hand lightly trailing her shoulder, heartbroken as Cassie pulled away, running the opposite way across the field. Towards the house.

"CASSIE!" Logan screamed. But he knew what would happen.

Cassie turned, offering him a soft, sad smile. Then she would turn. And leave him. Rogue pulled him to the waiting Pelican, yelling in his ear for them to board, that she made her choice, tears streaming freely down his cheeks. They both knew it was a suicide mission, but knew she had to go. What Logan didn't get, was that she didn't take him with her.

He saw them in the air, remembered crashing. Gardner's screaming in pain, blood everywhere... a worm-like creature burrowing through his skull, wriggling, making him flail until it controlled him. He would stagger towards them, blood staining him... His heart wasn't beating... Yet he was talking... Logan couldn't move... Rogue picked him up, shooting 3 clean rounds into Gardner's head before shouting for Bates to help him... They picked up Logan's arm, one on each side, buddy-style, walking/limping/dragging him deeper into the woods, away from the screams and howls of the undead, the moans, the cries of their gravely voices...

They came upon the house. Cassie was inside. Rogue set down Logan. "Cassie's inside somewhere. We have one more chance to rescue her. She has the codes to hook up to the Midsummer Night... To get us off this ring for good. But she's inside." Rogue looked at us both. "It's our last shot."

Bates nodded. "I'll take point. You help Logan."

Logan watched, screaming for them to not go in there, knowing what he was going to see, to relive. But they couldn't hear him. Rogue picked him up again, following Bates into the small 2 story farmhouse. They walked slowly down the tunnel in the kitchen, created by the Flood. They walked down, turning on their lights. The gutteral moans filled the air around them, the stench of the dead strong. They walked. And walked. Bodies, human, Elite, and other littered the path. Rogue picked up an Elite energy sword and clipped it to his belt. Bates walked into a big cavern. Logan's skin prickled at the sight. "NO! NO! PLEASE ROGUE! WHAT THE FUCK!? NO PLEASE!" But Rogue couldn't hear him. It was as if he didn't speak at all.

Inside, those bugs attacked Bates, Rogue tackling me to the ground as Bate's screamed and shot wildly, trying to get it off. Amoungst the pain and terror, Bates pulled out his pistol, and struggled to put it to his head, fighting the worm inside his head. And pulled the trigger. His head exploded, the body dropping with a thud.

Rogue cursed, dragging Logan up. Logan fought wildly, but his body didn't move. He stayed limp against Rogue.

"Lieutenant Tommy Rogue, how nice to see you." A monsterous, almost godlike sounding voice echoed, screeching from the walls. Rogue swung around, eyes scanning frantically for an enemy. "And Logan. Little Logan. I have someone who has been missing you, Logan. Who wants you to join us.."

Logan did scream this time, and Rogue heard and paled. A monster, the only visable and recongnizeable part of it was the face and shoulders, a female. A woman. Logan's mother.

"Logan." She rasped, reaching with bloody, dark, and ruptured flesh toward him. "Come to me, Logan, my dear. Lo, it's me. It's mommy. Come here, I've missed you so. Cassie's here. Come see your sister."

At Cassie's name, Logan broke down inside, bubbling like a little girl, yet his body didn't respond. His body stood firm, yet his face filled with horror and stillness. He backed away from the hidious shape.

Rogue cried out, as a shape stepped out of the shadows. Behind it, the beast of the Flood itself; the monster controlling them all, so hideous Rogue swallowed to keep from screaming. It's voices echoed throughout the cavern, throughout their heads. The Flood pushed the person up gently, into the light. Rogue took a step forward. "Cassie."

Cassie stood with a smile, her face bright and clean. Her body was untouched, except for a bloody mess by her neck. She stepped closer, her hands reaching for Rogue.

Rogue reached for her. Logan bit the words out. "Rogue, stay away from her. Rogue! She's not Cassie! It's not Cassie!"

Rogue recoiled as if struck. Cassie smiled sadly. "It's me, Logan." But the dead, empty eyes said otherwise. Even Rogue noticed them. "No." He wailed. "NO!" He broked down, backing away, next to Logan.

The Flood seemed to chuckle, the sound pure evil. "Join them, Logan. Rogue, Cassie is waiting for you. For both of you. No more pain, or sadness. You will fall to me anyway, Logan. Why fight it? You are destined to join your family. Rogue, you love Cassie. Join her. You will any other way." It reached for them. Logan shivered violently, the monster terrorizing him everywhere, grabbing him, Rogue already dead, bloody, reaching for him... Cassie grabbing him... His mother shrieking as she dug her moldy, fleshless fingers into him...

Logan awoke with a scream, sweat pouring off of him. The dream haunted him every day, every night. Every time he closed his eyes. He shook off the droplets clinging to his brow. He knew every part of that dream. How long it lasted. It was the same every time. Rogue was alive, he knew. He was here, even. Wounded, but here. And the only one who knew the secret of what happened at Halo Ring KASKO, farming ring. Logan rubbed his face, his hands trembling violently. Lucas didn't know what they were fighting. Didn't know what they were fighting to keep dead, buried. Best he didn't know yet.

"Stryker, report to the Landing Bay in Sector 3 ASAP. Connors has something to tell us." ArkAngel appeared, his bunk right across the room from Logan's. "Same dream? Seemed worse than normal."

"It was."

"Wanna tal-"

"No."

"You sure? Logan, You need to-"

"I said no, Lucas. Maybe someday. But not today." Logan responded. He gave his Commander a weak smile. "Let's go see what Connors has to tell us."


	8. Chapter 8

**I appologize I have a new laptop now and was unable to transfer the next chapter. So I'm skipping a chapter, I will add it as soon as I get that file. So, without further adou, next chapter. :P But basically, Connors found out that they could use the ODSTs if they took out a major airbase the Covenent had nearby. So they went, babysat by two trusted Marines of ArkAngel who later join Connors team perminately. But this is after the mission.**

**Captain Connors:**

Spartan 112, Captain Conners, A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 112

**First Lieutenant Keegan Hesh:**

Spartan 231, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Hesh, a brilliant sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth. A sniper through and through, he's stealthy and good in surprise attacks, hand-to-hand combat, and any kind of sniper rifle.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 231

**Staff Sergeant Mason Dulley:**

Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley, A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. Dark blue with charcoal grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 247

**Corporal Jason Beckett:**

Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett, A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idiot or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason. Dark orange armor with a black rim on his helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields.

Call-Sign~ 627

**Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning:**

Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning, Captain of the Delta 5 Marine Recon Division, Platoon 6. After the forward operating base was destroyed, he was the highest ranking officer left alive, and quickly rose to restore order to the Delta 5 Team, which now consisted of the entire base. He is a livid enemy of the Spartans: he knows what happened at Camp Conta, the forward op. base. A long, jagged, white scar runs down his face, over his right eye. His whole armor is midnight and ghostly black, down to his boots. Good in hand-to-hand combat and assult rifles.

Call-Sign~ ArkAngel

**Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker:**

First Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker, Marine, Logan is a brilliant, stealthy sniper. He is the exact same age as Lucas, known only as ArkAngel, and is is closest friend and his second-in-command. He is fair and almost kind, and doesn't share Lucas's level of hatred for the Spartans, although he wouldn't hesitate to hurt them. Dark brown camo, computerized. Black rim on his helmet, knee, shoulder, and arm shields. His covering over his eyes is completely black to help with blending in.

Call-Sign~ Stryker

**Sergeant Kyle:**

Assigned to Connors to keep an eye on their team, Kyle and Rorke work hand and hand. Formally an elite duo sniper team, they normally know what each other is about to do before they even say it. They secretly enjoy the Spartan's company.

Call-Sign~ Eagle

**Staff Sergeant Rorke Cain:**

Rorke has a long history in the Marines, and Formally of ONI Central Command, or CC. He enjoys the Spartan's rough/easy demeanor and is loyal to Kyle, who is his best friend, although Rorke is much older.

Call-Sign~ Cobra

"Heck yeah, Spartans!" Rorke yelled over the coms, glee in his voice. "Not bad for a fireteam." He gunned his engine, Mason riding with him.

Connors chuckled, revving his own engine to follow. They had just destroyed the Covenent's main hangar base, wiping out their air superiority. They also destroyed much of the Covenant's resouces in information, data, and weapons in this area. A major win for ArkAngel.

"Good job, team." Keegan's raspy voice traveled the coms. "Look at all that smoke.

Connors victory quickly turned to worry. Keegan had a crystal bullet in his side, a covie snipers, the pinkish glow dulling as the poison entered his body. He reached one hand around and grasped Keegan's wrist, slowing to keep control of the mongoose. Keegan didn't pull away, and that worried Connors a lot more that the damage of the bullet.

Kyle slowed to drive beside him. "Stop a minute and let me strap him to you."

Connors nodded. "ASAP, I don't like being stopped so close to the target. Covies could be swarming this area any minute."

"Better than dropping this fucking Spartan." Snapped Kyle, moving quickly, tying some style of knot around Keegan's waist and Connors'. "There. Should hold for a faster speed."

Connors gunned the Mongoose, Keegan barely conscious enough to keep the little hold he had left on his rife. His mission wasn't over yet...

...

"Ready to get your arse chewed out by ArkAngel?" Rorke stood beside Connors, who had helped remove Keegan's armor and now leaned against a wall, watching medics work on Keegan.

"We got the mission done." Connors reminded him tartly.

"What the fuck does that have to do with it?" Rorke chuckled. "You didn't follow the plan. ArkAngel is a sucker for that, and for not trusting you as it is, well, you might be in for some fireworks."

Connors sighed. He didn't want to leave Keegan out of his sight, but he needed to report what happened to ArkAngel and Stryker. And he needed to find out who the mysterous Ash Shadows was. And where was. Shadows had appeared in the hangar the night before the mission, after ArkAngel had left. And offered Connors his loyalty and help. And from what he heard of gossip around the base, no one knew who or where Shadows could be found. And for some reason, Connors knew he had to find the mysterous soldier. From all he had heard and observed, this soldier got under ArkAngel's skin. And that could come in handy. And could possibly help them get off this ring.

He gave Keegan one last look. "Find me the moment he wakes up?" He asked Rorke, even though they both knew it was an order.

Rorke nodded. "Either me or Kyle will. He hasn't quit hanging around. I think he and your LT hit it off. Which is good. We could all use friends here."

Connors nodded. "Right." He swore softly. "I absolutly hate your commander."

"The reason we still call him captain. He's an ass." Rorke's chuckle followed Connors as he walked towards ArkAngel's location, Mason and Jason following.

...

"GIVE. ME. ONE. GODDAMN. REASON. WHY. I. SHOULDN'T. JUST. SHOOT. YOUR. ARSE. RIGHT. GODDAMN. NOW." ArkAngel gritted the words out from between his teeth.

Connors sighed, his helmet on the table next to him. He stood in what was considered ArkAngel's oversized office, which held data, maps, holograms, and things a command center would usually hold. Including the ticked-off officer. "Look, we still got the mission done, I don't see what the problem is, ArkAngel." Connors snapped.

"Really. You don't see the problem in this at all. Not even a little bit?" ArkAngel weedled, voice sarcastically high. "Because from what I see, Spartan, is that you can't follow goddamn orders and could jepordize this whole base. Camp Contas gone, Spartan. I can't have you agree to one action and then go complete another. Communication is key. Connors, what if I had sent backup? You wouldn't have known and since you didn't follow the plan, they could have died in the base waiting for you to show your fucking arses!" ArkAngel paced, fury on his face.

"Lucas, chill. They did their job, and they did it well enough. Their lieutenant was even injured, due to the surprises they faced in unknown situations we couldn't even have imagined they'd face before they started. Now we know what we're up against 100%. We also know we will quite possibly die on this ring. But because of what these Spartans did, we now know we can also win, if we play this war right." Stryker, or Logan, spoke from the doorway where he was leaning. "They did good. Well, in fact, despite the circumstances. And you wouldn't have sent backup, quite trying to bullshit the fact they did this mission well. They can be trusted. I don't and probably won't trust them completely, but they're good men here, Lucas. And god knows we need all the good men we can get." Logan straightened, gazing calmly at the men in the room with a glimmer of a smile on his face.

"You're name's Lucas?" Jason gasped out, his face gleeful. "No way man. Like Lucas Lucas? The part devil, an ogre, some idiot with a temper Lucas?"

Mason chuckled. "Lucas. Woulda never guessed that. Too calm a name, buddy."

ArkAngel's face promised to murder them in their sleep. "Damn Spartans!" He spun to face his lieutenant, face red and flamed with rage. "I'll deal with your words later when you yourself aren't covered in red and registering as a damn enemy." He snarled, stomping out, more angry at being put down so easily than what he had intentionally meant to mean.

Mason and Jason's laughter followed him out, them having heard his name.

Connors glared at them, but to no avail. They simply slipped out the door, sniggering to themselves.

Logan chuckled. "It's okay, Captain. Your team did do good. Don't worry about ArkAngel. He'll come around."

Connors glanced at him. "Did you have to call him by his first name in front of my men?"

"Some, yes. Lucas needed to see I trust you some. Not a lot, but enough to risk my men's safety to let you in our ranks." Logan replied with a sigh. "He needs to realize I'm here to help, even though I'm only his LT."

Connors shook his his head, laughing softly. "Sometimes I wonder why ONI kept you his LT. Everything I see from you says captain if not commander."

It was Logan's turn to smile. "I'm content where I am."

Connors grimaced, letting silence stretch for a moment. "Okay, Logan, I need a favor."

Logan immidiately frowned. "Just because I said I trust you doesn't mean I like you, Spartan."

Connors gave an exasperated growl. "Look, I know that. I just need a favor. I need to find someone in your compound. And you seem to "like" me a hellofa lot more that ArkAngel."

Logan thought for a moment. "Point taken. Who's the special mystery person, Captain? Not saying I'm helping, mind you. Simple curiosity."

Connors nodded, taking the chance. "Said his name was Shadows. Ash Shadows."

Logan's face darkened. "Shadows. Of course. Well, I can and cannot help you, Spartan." He turned his face, gazing down well past the floor, his mind entirely elsewhere. "I know someone who can find Shadows for you. And only because I think you dislike Lucas enough not to tell what I'm gonna show you."

Connors eyes betrayed his surprise. "Secrecy from ArkAngel? Slipping, Stryker, Slipping. Why?"

Logan's eyes snapped into focus, swinging up to meet his stare. "I'm sure he'll explain. Just follow me, and don't ask questions. And do not repeat to anyone what you see or hear. Many want to find Shadows. For good, and bad, intentions." He began to walk northeast towards the barracks. Connors followed, slightly behind him to his right. He was surprised to see Logan ignore the barracks when they came to them, instead passing them into new corridors he hadn't been to yet. This underground base was bigger than he thought.

"How did you guys build this, Stryker?" Connors asked, glancing around him. It looked in good condition, the walls, floors, glass, everything. Faded, old, but seemed to have been occupied before.

Logan muttered something quietly under his breath. "Apparently you don't know what 'no questions' mean." He growled, but added a littler nicer: "We didn't. We did change a few things, added some repairs, but we're guessing those who came before us built this. Probably many other places like this on this ring, but we got lucky when we found it. Why it was hidden in the ground, we don't know. We simply built a hut for wounded, and later, abandoned it, and came back to use it for a crude command center when we got pushed back. ArkAngel was in a rage and shot the ground next to a quivering asshole who ran from his position in the previous battle and cost us dearly. The bullet ricoched. Hit the bastard, but we weren't worried about him. We discovered the hatch. Leading directly into Hanger bay 6."

"Wait, there's more hangars?" Connors growled, hating to just have learned this.

Logan slowed, looking amused. "Yes. We divided the base into four sections. Section Alpha contains our command center, Hangers Five and Six, Med Bay 4, and Barracks four through six. Section Bravo contains Hangers Four and Three, Med Bay 3, and Barracks one through three. Section Delta contains Hangers One and Two, Med Bay 2, and Barracks seven through ten. Finally, the fourth, Section Omega. Omega contains Med Bays 1, 2, and 3, as well as our food courts, stationary lockrooms, storage areas, and ammo supplies. We also have our secondary emergency exits throughout Section Delta and Omega. Which our patrols also use to get in and out to do perimeter checks."

"Why is it so confusing? Why not place them in order?" Asked Connors, confused.

Logan chuckled. "To make the men think. Sometimes there's not much else to do. We're desperate, Connors. We've already had dozens of men go insane. Hundreds injured. Too many to count dead." He stopped, glancing at his hands dumbly. "It's hell here, Captain. Some don't hold hope for getting off this ring. Some just know they'll die here." He stood frozen, his mind elsewhere yet again.

"And are you one of those, Lieutenant?" Connors murmured quietly, eyes unusally clear and almost soft as he gazed at Logan.

Logan's gaze raised to Connors', as if seeing right through him. "What I fight to hide here will be the death of me. I know. I escaped once by a miracle, pure luck. The second time, well, I know I won't escape it. But I will fight to destroy-" Logan suddenly focused on Connors, as if registering what he was saying. "Anyway, nevermind that. Captain, through this medical bay you'll find a bunk in row 8 with the stats for a sergeant by the name of Rogue. Find him in there; he'll help you if he likes you." Logan opened a door they had stopped in front, his eyes icy.

Connors almost asked about what Logan had been going to say, but realized the situation. "You said you'd help me." He said angrily. "You're abandoning me now?"

"I did help you. Now. Fuck Off." Logan snarled, shoving him inside and shutting the door.

...

Connors walked to row 8, studing the names on the charts. He found the stats on a screen in front of a bunk surrounded by closed curtens like the rest. He opened then with a sweep. Nothing. Connors muttered under his breath, stepping back to study the stats again.

"Don't pay any mind to that board. Doctors here can't figure out how to run their own goddamn machinery that nearly cost us our lives lugging in here."

Connors spun, his eyes immidiately finding the person who spoke. He was an older man, not yet the grandfatherly figure, however, he superior to Connors in experience, and Connors sensed it instantly.

"Sergeant Rogue?" Connors asked with a hint of reverence to his tone.

"It's actually Master Sergeant Rogue." The man grunted, leaning over to lace up his boots, his rifle leaning against the chair he sat in. The strap on his gun slipped down his arm, and his helmet, a mix between ODST style and Recon Marine, lay next to his feet. Master Sergeant Rogue finished tying his boots, and grabbed his helmet with both hands and sat back in the chair with a sigh. A tired sigh. Connors realized the man looked exhausted, his eyes filled with fatigue. His uniform was dirty, dried blood in some areas. His face was clean, yet his hair was messy and his hands dirty as he pulled on gloves. He looked up from fastening his gloves to study Connors. "Ignore the stats, as I said before. They're not up-to-date, on account the docs don't have time nor the brains for that tech. All our good technitions are dead or crazy anyway."

Connors nodded. "Yes sir."

Master Sergeant Rogue chuckled, but it was hollow, his eyes wary. "You can drop the formalities, Captain. I know who you are and who you came with. And I know you wouldn't come see me for a social visit. What do you want?"


	9. Chapter 9

**Captain Connors:**

Spartan 112, Captain Conners, A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 112

**First Lieutenant Keegan Merrick:**

Spartan 231, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Hesh, a brilliant sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth. A sniper through and through, he's stealthy and good in surprise attacks, hand-to-hand combat, and any kind of sniper rifle.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 231

**Staff Sergeant Mason Dulley:**

Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley, A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. Dark blue with charcoal grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 247

**Corporal Jason Beckett:**

Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett, A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idiot or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason. Dark orange armor with a black rim on his helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields.

Call-Sign~ 627

**Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning:**

Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning, Captain of the Delta 5 Marine Recon Division, Platoon 6. After the forward operating base was destroyed, he was the highest ranking officer left alive, and quickly rose to restore order to the Delta 5 Team, which now consisted of the entire base. He is a livid enemy of the Spartans: he knows what happened at Camp Conta, the forward op. base. A long, jagged, white scar runs down his face, over his right eye. His whole armor is midnight and ghostly black, down to his boots. Good in hand-to-hand combat and assult rifles.

Call-Sign~ ArkAngel

**Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker:**

First Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker, Marine, Logan is a brilliant, stealthy sniper. He is the exact same age as Lucas, known only as ArkAngel, and is is closest friend and his second-in-command. He is fair and almost kind, and doesn't share Lucas's level of hatred for the Spartans, although he wouldn't hesitate to hurt them. Dark brown camo, computerized. Black rim on his helmet, knee, shoulder, and arm shields. His covering over his eyes is completely black to help with blending in.

Call-Sign~ Stryker

**Sergeant Kyle:**

Assigned to Connors to keep an eye on their team, Kyle and Rorke work hand and hand. Formally an elite duo sniper team, they normally know what each other is about to do before they even say it. They secretly enjoy the Spartan's company.

Call-Sign~ Eagle

**Staff Sergeant Rorke Cain:**

Rorke has a long history in the Marines, and Formally of ONI Central Command, or CC. He enjoys the Spartan's rough/easy demeanor and is loyal to Kyle, who is his best friend, although Rorke is much older.

Call-Sign~ Cobra

"I need to find someone and I was told you could help me." Connors didn't know how to talk to the soldier. He seemed older, but not yet the grandfatherly type. Like he'd seen too much of the world. Tired. In pain.

"I assume you mean Shadows." Rogue stood, taking his rifle and handling it with ease as he cradled it to his chest. "Follow me, Spartan. You can join me on my rotation and amuse me." He didn't wait for an answer, walking at a comfortable pace towards the outside. He didn't use a keycard, the doors opened as he walked close, and something thin strapped to his wrist blinked.

"From Shadows. I'm the only one who has one besides that bastard." Rogue chuckled, noticing Connors studying his wrist, his voice gravelly. He led the way outside, heading toward the east perimeter.

"Are you normally alone on patrols?" Connors wondered aloud, walking beside Rogue.

"Normally, yes. We have our own ways of checking the men on perimeter checks." Rogue answered matter-of-factly.

Connors thought this over, then decided to get to the point. "Sir, I need to understand why all the secrecy." Connors began respectfully.

"Curious, eh? That's good. Not too many Spartans would be. And you're respectful, or not afraid to let people know you mean business, one of the two. All right, I'll tell you. Doesn't mean I'll tell you where you can find Shadows though."

"All right." Connors agreed.

"Good. ArkAngel is a great leader and a hellofa man, but he can't do everything for his men. That's what his lieutenant is for. Granted, Stryker works hard, but this is no longer some platoon. It's a whole goddamn base, and two men aren't enough. Well, someone rose in the ranks."

"Shadows." Connors murmured.

"Right. Well, ArkAngel was fine with that, except, there was no record of Shadows anywhere! Not a single man knew where he was from, what division, what unit, nada. Zilch. Drove ArkAngel insane, and after the Spartan attack, he believed Shadows was a spy. And put a price out on his head. Which is why Shadows is only a ghost story to some. Real to others. Enemy and foe. But Shadows, Shadows gets things for us. Does favors, if you will. Usually never collects."

"Usually?"

"Oh, the normal two cases of water, some ammo now and then, boots here and there, gloves, some food. Neccesities, really. And we have those." Rogue dismissed it with a wave of his hand, glancing around the greenery.

"Then what could Shadows possibly give you?" Connors asked.

"Tactics. Information. On the Covie movement, parts we could use for a small ship to send home for help. Also helps a lot with rotations, taking shifts of those who can't do it physically or mentally. He's a good guy. Tough soldier. But ArkAngel is still suspicious, and honestly, everyone is, a little. But to us, the good outweighs the bad. We need Shadows' trades; we're so close to finishing the ship. Oh, most of the parts? Stolen from Covenent ships. Good ones. Not a scratch on 'em, so they didn't crash. He gets them when he can, hense the time it's taking to build the ship."

"Why don't you just use the ODST drop shuttles' parts?" Connors replied, confused.

"Not enough parts, and the parts Shadows got us doesn't fit with the ODST shit. He's litterally stealing a whole Covenent ship for us. Besides, we don't have enough ODST shuttles to spare especially in order to keep some for defence." Rogue yawned, stopping for a second to rest.

Connors was silent, absorbing the information. "Thank you, Rogue. I'll need to think on this."

Rogue studied his face. "No problem, Spartan. I like you. If you need to find Shadows, let me know and I'll pass on the message. Anything else you want to know?"

"Yeah. What can you tell me about Stryker and ArkAngel?" Connors asked.

"ArkAngel's a good guy at heart. Little rough around the edges, but he didn't get put in charge 'cuz he was just a jackass. Smart. Feverent. Passionate about his men. He wants us off this ring alive. He took charge to save us, and been saving us ever since. Was to marry some Spartan girl. Sara Palmer, her name is. Or was. I don't know if she's alive now or not. That's why he hates Spartans. The ones who attacked Camp Conta, well, Palmer led the attack. Some say ArkAngel, during the attack, fought with a Spartan in white. All white. With Palmer's number on it. Stryker supossedly saw the whole thing. Palmer girl even took off her helmet before going to shoot ArkAngel; Stryker saw her and shot her and knocked her aim off. Saved ArkAngel's life. After that, all the Spartans vanished. That's why ArkAngel hates you guys. Most of the reason, anyway."

Connors shook his head. "I swear on my life, Rogue, my team was not part of that attack. I didn't even know it was going on. Or that orders like that existed."

"I believe you, Spartan." Rogue smiled at him awkwardly. "No need to get emotional now." He joked, walking again.

Connors let out a glimmer of a smile. "What about Stryker?"

Rogue's face darkened. "A past, thats for sure. I pity him. This is hitting him prolly the hardest." He stopped and gazed up into the night sky. "He and Lucas grew up together." Rogue whispered, suddenly far away from Connors, the rotation, the ring. "Lucas left to join the UNSC, under permission from his father, who could afford to pay for his son to go to the Corbulo military Academy of Sciene. Logan couldn't. They were too poor. He was too young. Lucas leaving when he did saved his own life. The ring was destroyed. Logan lost so much." His voice dropped to barely a whisper. "I lost everything." A tear trickled down. He hurriedly wiped it away. "Stryker is the only one who really understands what we're fighting for here, minus me. And that's all I can tell you on that, Spartans. No more on that subject." He turned back, heading towards base.

"Thank you, Rogue. And I'm sorry." Connors murmured, following.

"You're a good man, Captain. Good man."

...

"Logan, wake up. LOGAN!"

Logan awoke with a start, swinging his knife into play.

Lucas grabbed his wrist and swung his arm in an arc. "Calm down, Logan. It's just me." He spoke soothingly to his lieutenant.

Logan stared at him, then blinked with a blank expression. He sheathed his knife slowly, hands trembling. "Sorry." He whispered, sweat soaking him. He wiped his face with his shirt before slipping it on. He stood, still weaing his fatigues and boots.

"Logan, you need to talk about this. It's not getting better on its own. I can get Daz to come an-"

"No. This won't get better by talking, Lucas. They'll end when we get off this ring." Logan replied bitterly. He glanced at his friend. "You need something or you wouldn't have woken me. What is it?"

Lucas sighed. "I don't know what to do anymore, Logan. You need rest. My men need rest. The patrols need sent out anyway. Everyone needs to be awake. 24/7. We're stretched so thin... Yet any minute we could be discovered. But I don't know what's worse: getting caught with our pants down, or us exhausted and dead on our feet yet awake when they attack. It's a fucking game of cat and mouse, and we're always the mice."

Logan sank on the bed, rubbing his temples. "We-this is the best spot we've had in a long time, Lucas. It's going to be hard to leave after all the work we've done to make it a temporary home." He gazed up at Lucas. "The men will fight even harder knowing they made this place home. And we have the Spartans. They give us a superior edge in battle. The Covies may not know what they're up against."

"Logan, this whole Ring is now under Covenent control. We're outnumbered so bad it's no use naming statistics. The Spartan fireteam can only do so much." Lucas responded coldly, hurt his friend put so much trust into the team.

"They can be trusted. I don't trust just anyone, you know that, Lucas. Connors is a good man."

"He's not a man; he's a Spartan. There's a difference between us soldiers and those monsters." Lucas growled bitterly.

"That probably wasn't even Palmer, Lucas. I wasn't for sure, and neither were you." Logan argued.

"Another Spartan wearing her number? Unlikely, Logan, you know that." 

"She probably just ranked up, Lucas, Spartans do that too."

"No. She always liked that jerkface Lasky. I bet she's just playing dirty now to tell me we're done." 

Logan chuckled. "Ah, Lucas. You think to much. You know what happened to Lasky. I'm pretty sure he won't fall for Palmer. She's not his past. I bet Palmer wasn't even in this attack and you're hating them all for nothing."

Lucas rolled his eyes. "You're number doesn't change when you rank up anyway, Logan." He muttered crossly.

Logan laughed. "Lucas, past is past. You can't worry about Palmer right now, or the UNSC, or fucking ONI. You need to focus on what you can do here, and deciding on the past is not helping the present nor changing the future." He became serious. "But when you get off this ring, you better as hell go and find out what happened." His eyes twinkled as Lucas glanced at him.

Lucas smiled, then grinned at his friend's returning spirit, and finally laughed too. "Ha, only if you punch Lasky in his godamn face, buddy." He stood, walking towards his side of the room and bunk.

Logan's smile faltered, but only when Lucas turned his back. He wasn't going to be leaving this ring alive. This much, well, he was positive. IT was here. And IT was waking up.


	10. Chapter 10

**Captain Connors:**

Spartan 112, Captain Conners, A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 112

**First Lieutenant Keegan Merrick:**

Spartan 231, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Merrick, a brilliant sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth. A sniper through and through, he's stealthy and good in surprise attacks, hand-to-hand combat, and any kind of sniper rifle.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 231

**Staff Sergeant Mason Dulley:**

Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley, A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. Dark blue with charcoal grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 247

**Corporal Jason Beckett:**

Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett, A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idiot or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason. Dark orange armor with a black rim on his helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields.

Call-Sign~ 627

**Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning:**

Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning, Captain of the Delta 5 Marine Recon Division, Platoon 6. After the forward operating base was destroyed, he was one of the highest ranking officers left alive, and quickly rose to restore order to the Delta 5 Team, which now joined with the entire base. He is a livid enemy of the Spartans: he knows what happened at Camp Conta, the forward op. base. A long, jagged, white scar runs down his face, over his right eye. His whole armor is midnight and ghostly black, down to his boots, similar to Spartan uniform. Good in hand-to-hand combat and assult rifles.

Call-Sign~ ArkAngel

**Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker:**

First Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker, Marine, Logan is a brilliant, stealthy sniper. He is the exact same age as Lucas, known only as ArkAngel, and is is closest friend and his second-in-command. He is fair and almost kind, and doesn't share Lucas's level of hatred for the Spartans, although he wouldn't hesitate to hurt them. Dark brown camo, computerized. Black rim on his helmet, knee, shoulder, and arm shields. His covering over his eyes is completely black to help with blending in.

Call-Sign~ Stryker

**Sergeant Kyle:**

Assigned to Connors to keep an eye on their team, Kyle and Rorke work hand and hand. Formally an elite duo sniper team, they normally know what each other is about to do before they even say it. They secretly enjoy the Spartan's company.

Call-Sign~ Eagle

**Staff Sergeant Rorke Cain:**

Rorke has a long history in the Marines, and Formally of ONI Central Command Unit, or CCU. He enjoys the Spartan's rough/easy demeanor and is loyal to Kyle, who is his best friend, although Rorke is much older.

Call-Sign~ Cobra

**Second Lieutenant Hesh Price:**

The third-in-command, he is Logan's right hand man. Now that the Spartans are accepted into the group, he and the rest of the lieutenants are being introduced to the new arrivals they will be in charge of. Hesh was a former Captain, outranking Lucas, but he hadn't challenged ArkAngel when he took over the base. He voluntarily deranked so Logan, who worked best with ArkAngel, could be first lieutenant. He dresses like the rest of the Marines, except he has a black helment, that covers his entire face, and a deep, scarlet red collar on his uniform, stating what he squad he had once commanded and his rank.

Call-Sign~ Price

**Third Lieutenant Jace "Jagged" Felt, Marine: **

The fourth-in-command of the entire base, in charge of the small ground assult forces, and a good battle strategy planner. He follows orders, and is considered the perfect soldier. He had begun Spartan training when he was only 12 years old, but had escaped when he was 19, just before his final section of training was begining. He was just getting settled in civilian life, ready to marry his long-time sweetheart, when the draft for the Covenant wars came out, and again, he was dragged into service. His soon-to-be wife was murdured by an Elite that a Spartan failed to kill after Jace himself ran away from it. Dressed in black, but with grey boots and a helmet that doesn't cover his entire face. He hates the Spartans more than ArkAngel ever could, and wouldn't mind killing Connors if he could get away with it. He also hates Stryker for always being in ArkAngel's good graces. He is a coward and a bully but is also smart enough to cover his tracks.

Call-Sign~ Jagged

...

ArkAngel gazed out of the glass in his office/command center into the hangar below. He was feeling the pressure now. The Covenent was much too close now for his liking. One of his scouts had even been discovered and narrowly missed escape, and fearing he would lead the Covies back to base, had'nt come back yet. And the other scouts hadn't seen him since. ArkAngel didn't have much hope left for the scout, honestly. Three days was too long to be MIA on this ring. He turned as Jagged walked in. He liked the Marine, even though much of his past was unknown to ArkAngel and records were unavaliable. But time and time again Jagged had proven himself a loyal and powerful ally, so ArkAngel trusted him.

"My men found the missing scout, sir." Jagged stood at attention, eyes on his captain.

"Good. Have him report ASAP to Stryker-"

"Sorry, sir, but he won't be telling us anything." Jagged interrupted quietly. "He's dead, sir. At least for 30 hours, Calvin said."

"The ME?" ArkAngel tried to remember names. He wasn't good with personally knowing his men, and although he tried, he couldn't get everyone's first name down.

"Yes, Sir. Sergeant Holzier."

"Right." ArkAngel sighed. "Anything on the scout that told us anything? Cause of death, maybe?"

"Well, sir, he was shot. With what, though, we aren't sure. The round went through him, and the wound, well, wasn't in good condition."

"Good condition?" ArkAngel asked, narrowing his eyes. "What aren't you telling me, Lieutenant?"

Jagged reddened, his eyes shooting to the far left. "Sir, something ate part of Scout Hayes, sir. We didn't find him in time."

Hayes. It was Lieutenant Hayes who had been missing. He hadn't known that. ArkAngel blanched. He groped for the rail in front of the window, leaning over. A fine Scout, Hayes was in charge of the Scout teams and the most seasoned of all of them. He had served with Lucas for so long... Only to be eaten. Like any other animal. Dishonored. Disgraced. After all he'd done. ArkAngel hated losing a man like that. Hadn't ever lost a man like that.

"Sir?" Jagged stepped towards his captain, concern lining his features.

"I'm okay, Lieutenant. Just need some air." ArkAngel turned, brushing past the lieutenant and jogging towards the ladder leading upwards to freedom. He climbed quickly, panic pressing him. Was this how all his men were going to end? Being eating by common animals? No proper burial surrounded by their loved ones? Because of him? Because of something he could have avoided? He burst through the hatch, letting the top fall backward on the grass as he knelt on the ground, breathing deeply, closing his eyes and savoring the open spaces. The valley's mountains were beside him, in front, behind, and to the right. The only way out of the valley was to his left. But ArkAngel shook his head. He didn't want to think of that stuff right now. Didn't want it in his head. He slowly sat back, propping himself up with one hand, the other resting on a raised knee. He thought for a second, then sat upright, only to remove his helmet, and leaned back again. He heard someone climbing up the shute, and was relieved to see Jagged. He didn't want the lieutenant to see him weak, but was happy it wasn't another soldier.

Jagged opened his mouth to say something once he was about to climb out of the hatch, but someone tugged on him still in the chute. He closed his mouth, a stormy look in his eyes as he climbed back down. Moments later boots echoed up the shute's ladder.

"Logan." ArkAngel breathed, feeling even more relief. He could speak to his friend.

"Close, but no cigar." A softer voice responded.

ArkAngel smiled. The next best thing to Logan. "Hesh."

Former Captain Hesh Price climbed out and closed the hatch. He sat next to ArkAngel, staring at the blue skies.

ArkAngel gazed with a smile at his lieutenant. He had voluntarily deranked so ArkAngel could appoint Logan as his first lieutenant. He hadn't minded. Price's own lieutenant had been Hayes, who had been put in charge of the Scouts. And since Lucas was now basically commander of a whole base, they simply made the highest rank "captain" and the lieutenants were his personal men. Hesh also knew that he didn't know Lucas as well as Logan, so he didn't mind looking for orders from a man he outranked.

"I heard about Hayes." Hesh began softly.

Lucas began to speak, regret and grief clouding his eyes, but Hesh beat him too it.

"Hush. I don't blame you, Lucas." Hesh's gaze left Lucas's face and he stared at the grass, picking a blade of grass and twirling it in his hands. "How could I? It wasn't your fault."

Lucas gazed at his hand. He knew this was probably hitting Hesh the hardest on a personal level. He and Hayes had served together for many, many years. "I'm sorry. I know you two were close." He said quietly.

Hesh sighed, sadness shadowing his face. "Yes, I'm gonna miss his smile, his stupid belly laugh, and his cockyness. And I'll miss my friend. But it happens in this line of work, especially now. But it wasn't any of our guys's fault. Especially yours, Lucas."

"But what if I could have done something different? Something to avoid all this. I should have evaced all the men as soon as ONI went silent. I should have been able to tell something was wrong. I shouldn't have sent men down here."

Hesh laughed, but it was hollow. "Lucas, it's life. It's filled with what-ifs. We can't change that. We can only learn from what we've done and move on. For the lucky people, they can dwell on their grief for a while. But you can't afford that, Lucas. We can't. You have so much responibilities, which is both a curse and a blessing for the rest of us. You can't be man right now. We need you to be our captain. I know, this won't leave your mind easily, but please, for all our sake, don't play the grieving game. You're too important."

Lucas felt his eyes fill with tears and hurredly wiped his eyes. "Why didn't I let you take over." He growled, a hint of teasing mixed in with seriousness.

"Because I am not the man you are, Lucas. I can only try." Hesh stood, offering Lucas a hand up. "I thought you'd rather talk to me than Jagged, so I sent him down to fetch the rest of the scouts who aren't on duty or in the med bay. Time to appoint a new Scout Leader."

Lucas sighed, taking Hesh's hand and pulling himself up. "Right. Let's go."

...

"I know you all heard of what happened to Lieutenant Hayes." ArkAngel gazed at the Scouts gathered in his office. "He will be greatly missed. He was a great soldier and a good friend to many." ArkAngel snuck a glance at Price, who's face was expressionless, except sadness that flickered once across his face and was gone. "However, the Scouts need another leader. But I think Lieutenant Price is more capable to chose one of you. The choice shall be his." ArkAngel stepped back, feeling smug as Stryker sent him a confused expression.

Lieutenant Hesh Price showed his surprised only for a moment. "Thank you, ArkAngel. Scouts, every one of you deserve this responsability. You all could have this and succeed. However, I must chose only one of you. I hope you look to my choice with respect and follow the new Leader as you would have done to Hayes. Trust him and he will trust you. Sergeant Falcon, you are now Fourth Lieutenant Falcon Hayes. Carry on the job your brother had. I trust your judgement and leadership abilities to command the Scouts and bring us daily reports and watching our backs."

ArkAngel grimaced. Hayes had a brother. How little he knew about his soldiers. It hurt to think about.

A young man stepped forward and saluted Lieutenant Jagged. He then pivoted, walked to Lieutenant Price, and saluted. He lingered there a moment longer, then turned again to salute Lieutenant Stryker, and finally, ArkAngel himself. ArkAngel was impressed with the young man.

"I believe Lieutenant Price has made a good choice in you, Lieutenant Hayes. And I'm truly sorry about your brother. He will be missed by many, including me." ArkAngel murmured quietly to the young man before he turned to rejoin his fellow Scouts.

"Welcome to the Lieutenants, Hayes." Stryker said dryly, earning some chuckles, and finally, a cheer for the new lieutenant.

...

"Well, that was interesting." Keegan shrugged. "Honestly, though, I kinda like the way ArkAngel has his most trusted and capable men as his lieutenants and numbers them. It's organized in the leaders area. And yet there's really only two social classes. The Lieutenant and Captain, and then there's the sergeants, and corporals, and so forth. Yet there's not a big, unessicary rank gap. Everyone respects everybody. It's kinda nice. Confusing, but nice. Not that I want that way in our own ranks." He shuddered, then winced at the pain it brought.

"I guess." Connors sat with his own lieutenant in their barracks. The Spartans got their own room, where they could put their armor in the extra bunks. Only recently had Rorke and Kyle joined their room. Mason, Jason, and Rorke slept on one side of the room, Connors, Keegan, and Kyle slept on the other. Their amor was near the back wall, propped near the wall. Connors still had his on, as did Mason. It was suddenly an unspoken rule that at least two Spartans kept their gear on at all times.

"How many LTs does ArkAngel have?" Mason called out from the circle of cards he and Jason and Rorke were playing.

Connors shrugged, casting a glance at Kyle, who avoided his gaze, cleaning his helmet.

"Bastard has ten altogether." Rorke muttered loud enough for them all to hear yet casting a keen eye towards the door. "Then each of his LTs has at least one if not two main sergeants. Then after that it's just who's proven themselves in battle. The Scouts, though, they only have their LT. No sergeants or second in commands. They can't afford that, it's too dangerous. So one man is in charge, and the rest pretty damned well get along with each other." He chuckled.

Kyle smirked. "They were a good lot. Hopefully Falcon Hayes is as good as his brother."

"So explain the ten lieutenants." Keegan leaned against his pillow, closing his eyes.

"Well, there's kind of a rank of importance of the LTs. They're all important, granted, but you know how it is. Someone's slightly better than the other. Lieutenant Stryker is kind of the second captain. He's in charge of everything when ArkAngel isn't around. Lieutenant Price is in charge of the Med crews, and Sniper teams. He also lends a hand with the Scouts. Next is Lieutenant Jagged, he's with ground troops and does some recon with the men during battle. Watch out for him, he's the worst of 'em. I don't trust him. The new Lt Falcon Hayes is next with the Scouts. Seems like a good man. Lieutenant Levi of the ODSTs, he's a great guy. Funny as hell, too. Good guy, good guy." Rorke delt a card with a grin. "I won."

Kyle rolled his eyes. "Continuing on though, there's Lieutenant Garret of the Pelicans and aircraft, he's a fun guy. Lieutenant Crystal Price of the heavy Marines, she's with the tanks and rockets and shit. She's amazing. Also Lieutenant Hesh Price's little sister. Spitfire's her affectionate nickname. Next is another women, Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey, who's in charge of the underwater skills team. She's good, so careful around her too. Lieutenant Wilcott's in charge of ammunition, food, and distributing supplies. He also provides some entertainment in this dire situations." He rolled his eyes. "At least it gives some people jobs."

"How so?" Jason asked.

"Because he hires some Marines to do jobs for special favors: more meds for labor, more food for some clothe mending, things like that. Helps people contribute to each other and makes our supplies last. He's also the one who's found all the supplies we have now from our hidden caches. Without him, we would've starved by now. And that's all of them." Kyle stated matter-of-factly.

"That's only nine dumbass." Keegan murmured, his eyes closed, dozing.

Kyle snorted. "If only I could smack you, you poor, wounded baby." He retorted sarcastically.

Jason snorted, covering the laugh with a cough.

Rorke chuckled. "Yeah, the tenth don't want to be no fucking LT, or so he said. Master Sergeant Tommy Rogue. One of the best. Don't even know what division he was gonna be in charge of, or what was even left. He refused it before he even knew what he was gonna do. So ArkAngel's been looking for another LT. But it's a given, the lieutenants he has now are about unbeatable as they come. It was nice to know there was better fighting men than ourselves making the discisions to keep us alive."

"Was?" It was Connors who was curious this time, having heard Rogue's name pop up.

Kyle and Rorke shared a grave look. "Everyone knows it's been fucking hell here. And it's only gonna get worse. But when rumors went around about Stryker and how he pulled a gun on a private who woke him up screaming about some monster and about killed the poor boy, and how he's going crazy, and how ArkAngel's losing his edge, and something bigger and deadlier than the Covies is somewhere..." Kyle sighed. "Some people don't have any more hope left. When you guys came, though, and the success of the mission so now the ODSTs can be launched, well, some hope returned."

"And that's all I have to say about it." Rorke stretched, yawning. "Besides that, it's about lights out. Patrol will come all too soon." He found his bunk, putting his rifle leaning beside it.

Kyle followed suit. "Unless you Spartans only sleep a few hours every couple days, I'd sleep now If I was you. No telling when you will again. We were lucky. We got a break to rest from that sting we did. Tomorrow, though, I have no doubt Stryker will put you guys on rotation too, minus Keegan if we can't put his armor on."

Keegan flipped him off without supposedly awakening from his doze.

Jason chuckled, pulling on his sheet. "Night, guys."

Mason laid down, still in his amor. "I'll keep it on for now, Captain." He said before Connors could object. "Can't be too careful. I'm used to sleep in it anyway." He was asleep before he hit the pillow.

Connors sat in his bed, leaning against the wall. Keegan's bed was next to his. His lieutenant rolled with a grunt towards his captain.

"Well. Sorry I'm not dressed right now." Keegan said dryly, glancing at Connors.

Connors chuckled softly. "That sounded so wrong."

Keegan chuckled softly too. "Yeah, guess so. I can wear my amor tomorrow though, promise."

"No, you need to get better first, Lieutenant. I can't use you half-wounded." Connors let a smile flicker.

"Right." Keegan sighed. "Didn't realize how hard it was to get the stuff off when you're bleeding."

Connors grinned. "Don't get shot then. Was hell pulling you out of that thing when you kept trying to bleed out on us."

Keegan snorted.

"Too goddamn close, Spartan." Connors whispered the familiar saying among every Spartan before finally, closing his eyes.


	11. Important Characters

**Captain Connors:**

Spartan 112, Captain Conners, A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 112

**First Lieutenant Keegan Merrick:**

Spartan 231, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Merrick, a brilliant sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth. A sniper through and through, he's stealthy and good in surprise attacks, hand-to-hand combat, and any kind of sniper rifle.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 231

**Staff Sergeant Mason Dulley:**

Spartan 188, Master Gunny Sergeant Mason "Mase" Dulley, A Seaoned vetran of the Covenant wars. Was around when the USMC was fighting Insurectionists. He took a special liking to Jason, who reminded him of his son who was KIA in the Milipi Battle. Dark blue with charcoal grey rim on helmet and shields on his shoulder, arms, and knees.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 247

**Corporal Jason Beckett:**

Spartan 627, Private First Class Jason "Jase" Beckett, A young, very smart Spartan. He is no idiot or stranger to battle, and had gone through many challenges in his young life. His best friend and mentor is Mason. Dark orange armor with a black rim on his helmet, and black knee and shoulder shields.

Call-Sign~ 627

**Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning:**

Captain "ArkAngel" Lucas Spanning, Captain of the Delta 5 Marine Recon Division, Platoon 6. After the forward operating base was destroyed, he was one of the highest ranking officers left alive, and quickly rose to restore order to the Delta 5 Team, which now joined with the entire base. He is a livid enemy of the Spartans: he knows what happened at Camp Conta, the forward op. base. A long, jagged, white scar runs down his face, over his right eye. His whole armor is midnight and ghostly black, down to his boots, similar to Spartan uniform. Good in hand-to-hand combat and assult rifles.

Call-Sign~ ArkAngel

**Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker:**

First Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker, Marine, Logan is a brilliant, stealthy sniper. He is the exact same age as Lucas, known only as ArkAngel, and is is closest friend and his second-in-command. He is fair and almost kind, and doesn't share Lucas's level of hatred for the Spartans, although he wouldn't hesitate to hurt them. Dark brown camo, computerized. Black rim on his helmet, knee, shoulder, and arm shields. His covering over his eyes is completely black to help with blending in.

Call-Sign~ Stryker

**Sergeant Kyle:**

Assigned to Connors to keep an eye on their team, Kyle and Rorke work hand and hand. Formally an elite duo sniper team, they normally know what each other is about to do before they even say it. They secretly enjoy the Spartan's company.

Call-Sign~ Eagle

**Staff Sergeant Rorke Cain:**

Rorke has a long history in the Marines, and Formally of ONI Central Command Unit, or CCU. He enjoys the Spartan's rough/easy demeanor and is loyal to Kyle, who is his best friend, although Rorke is much older.

Call-Sign~ Cobra

**Second Lieutenant Hesh Price:**

The third-in-command, he is Logan's right hand man. Now that the Spartans are accepted into the group, he and the rest of the lieutenants are being introduced to the new arrivals they will be in charge of. Hesh was a former Captain, outranking Lucas, but he hadn't challenged ArkAngel when he took over the base. He voluntarily deranked so Logan, who worked best with ArkAngel, could be first lieutenant. He dresses like the rest of the Marines, except he has a black helment, that covers his entire face, and a deep, scarlet red collar on his uniform, stating what he squad he had once commanded and his rank.

Call-Sign~ Price

**Third Lieutenant Jace "Jagged" Felt, Marine: **

The fourth-in-command of the entire base, in charge of the small ground assult forces, and a good battle strategy planner. He follows orders, and is considered the perfect soldier. He had begun Spartan training when he was only 12 years old, but had escaped when he was 19, just before his final section of training was begining. He was just getting settled in civilian life, ready to marry his long-time sweetheart, when the draft for the Covenant wars came out, and again, he was dragged into service. His soon-to-be wife was murdured by an Elite that a Spartan failed to kill after Jace himself ran away from it. Dressed in black, but with grey boots and a helmet that doesn't cover his entire face. He hates the Spartans more than ArkAngel ever could, and wouldn't mind killing Connors if he could get away with it. He also hates Stryker for always being in ArkAngel's good graces. He is a coward and a bully but is also smart enough to cover his tracks.

Call-Sign~ Jagged

**Fourth Lieutenant Falcon Hayes, Scout:**

Falcon Hayes is much younger compared to the rest of the lieutenants, near Spartan Jason Beckett's own age. However, he has an air of maturity about him few can surpress. His brother, Former Lieutenant Stefan Hayes, was killed during a mission gone wrong that yet remains a mystery. He looks up greatly to Lieutenant Price, who served for many years with his elder brother and also chose him to lead the Scouts, a elite group of informers and soldiers. He wears normal Scout wear: old dark grey and black camo to blend in with the shadows and early dawn. Lieutenant Falcon also has a black ghost baklava, similar to Connors, but different design reserved for distinguished Scouts.

Call-Sign~ Falcon

**Fith Lieutenant Levi Collins, ODST:**

Levi Collins is a couragous man who also is known for his dry, unpredicable and often teasing humor. He is a formable opponent, with his dirt brown hair and brown eyes, also good-looking to most ladies. He is quick with the mind, and doesn't mind a little good-humored squabble with anyone. He knows his stuff well, and had commanded ODSTs long before the he joined up with the Midsummer Night. He also has a slight/major crush on Lieutenant Crystal Price. He wears standard greyish black ODST drop uniforms with teeth with dripping blood painted on his helmet.

Call-Sign~ NoBrain

**Sixth Lieutenant Andy Garret, Air and Pilot Commander:**

A relatively serious guy, Lieutenant Andy Garret is calm under fire and an Ace of a pilot. He can fly and outmanuever any aircraft created, Covenant, Elite, or Human. His abilities with a ship make him a priceless asset to ArkAngel. The Only thing Garret wants now is free airspace and a target. He wears dull yellow air and space combat suit and requires all his men to as well. He also has black flight jackets for his selected fliers, signaling their importance as Black Jacket Aces.

Call-Sign~ Yellow Jacket

**Seventh Lieutenant Crystal Price, Heavy Munitions and Explosives Expert:**

Yep. Everything about Lieutenant Crystal Price signals street-tough, hardened soldier, willing to risk all to gain everything. She is a smooth-talking fireball, affectionately nicknamed "Spitfire". She's a dark-haired beauty with icy blue eyes, darker skin tone, and 5'8" height. Crystal knows Lieutenant Levi Collins has a thing with her, and often ignores him or is mean, trying to ignore the fact she truly cares about him too. She lost a great many important people in her life, and she's afraid of losing Levi as well. She wears standard heavy munitions clothing, with a black hat many of her soldier's wear, along with black fingerless gloves which almost never come off. Her tanks have the word "Chargers" painted on every barrel.

Call-Sign~ Spitfire

**Eighth Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey, Underwater, Space, and Mountainious Assualt Specialist:**

Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey has an interesting past. Unlike many other females, she fought to join the most secretive and coveted male-only selections. And she got in. She's the first and only female to join the USMAS, and first to graduate top of her class. She is soft spoken, unlike her best friend Lieutenant Crystal Price, and focused soley on getting her team and the rest off this ring. She greatly admires the Spartan captain, Connors, even though she won't admit it. Sapphire is also terrified of Spartans, and always has been, even before Camp Conta. She wears whatever uniform the mission requires, either digitalized shades of dark blue for the ocean, camo white and light gray for the mountains, and black for space assualts.

Call-Sign~ GemStone

**Nineth Lieutenant Wilcott:**

Not much to say about Wilcott. He does his duty and does it well. He is in charge of distributing ammunition to individual teams, giving them their sleep, patrol, and eating rotations, and also schedules medical evauations for every healthy soldier to try to keep disease and exhaustion from any soldier he can. He isn't the greatest of fighters, but he can definately hold his own in a firefight.

Call-Sign~ Pappa Bear
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**Captain Connors:**

Spartan 112, Captain Conners, A hardcore, tough, and seasoned Spartan. He's been in charge of numurous teams, but he prefered to not stay long enough with each team to avoid getting attached. Holds some secrets. In charge of Alpha BRAVO team. Has jet black amor, with dark blue rim on his helmet, and shoulder shields are also dark blue.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 112

**First Lieutenant Keegan Merrick:**

Spartan 231, Staff Sergeant "STS" Keegan Merrick, a brilliant sniper, transferred to Alpha BRAVO Team when the war began. He is very quiet, and dependable in battle. He is the silent observer, and one of the most calmest and trusted Spartans alive. Dark green amor with some military camo built into the helmet and upper torso to provide better stealth. A sniper through and through, he's stealthy and good in surprise attacks, hand-to-hand combat, and any kind of sniper rifle.

Call-Sign~ Spartan 231

**Sergeant Kyle:**

Assigned to Connors to keep an eye on their team, Kyle and Rorke work hand and hand. Formally an elite duo sniper team, they normally know what each other is about to do before they even say it. They secretly enjoy the Spartan's company.

Call-Sign~ Eagle

**Staff Sergeant Rorke Cain:**

Rorke has a long history in the Marines, and Formally of ONI Central Command Unit, or CCU. He enjoys the Spartan's rough/easy demeanor and is loyal to Kyle, who is his best friend, although Rorke is much older.

Call-Sign~ Cobra

**Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker:**

First Lieutenant "Stryker" Logan Walker, Marine, Logan is a brilliant, stealthy sniper. He is the exact same age as Lucas, known only as ArkAngel, and is is closest friend and his second-in-command. He is fair and almost kind, and doesn't share Lucas's level of hatred for the Spartans, although he wouldn't hesitate to hurt them. Dark brown camo, computerized. Black rim on his helmet, knee, shoulder, and arm shields. His covering over his eyes is completely black to help with blending in.

Call-Sign~ Stryker

**Second Lieutenant Hesh Price:**

The third-in-command, he is Logan's right hand man. Now that the Spartans are accepted into the group, he and the rest of the lieutenants are being introduced to the new arrivals they will be in charge of. Hesh was a former Captain, outranking Lucas, but he hadn't challenged ArkAngel when he took over the base. He voluntarily deranked so Logan, who worked best with ArkAngel, could be first lieutenant. He dresses like the rest of the Marines, except he has a black helment, that covers his entire face, and a deep, scarlet red collar on his uniform, stating what he squad he had once commanded and his rank.

Call-Sign~ Price

**Fourth Lieutenant Falcon Hayes, Scout:**

Falcon Hayes is much younger compared to the rest of the lieutenants, near Spartan Jason Beckett's own age. However, he has an air of maturity about him few can surpress. His brother, Former Lieutenant Stefan Hayes, was killed during a mission gone wrong that yet remains a mystery. He looks up greatly to Lieutenant Price, who served for many years with his elder brother and also chose him to lead the Scouts, a elite group of informers and soldiers. He wears normal Scout wear: old dark grey and black camo to blend in with the shadows and early dawn. Lieutenant Falcon also has a black ghost baklava, similar to Connors, but different design reserved for distinguished Scouts.

Call-Sign~ Falcon

**Fith Lieutenant Levi Collins, ODST:**

Levi Collins is a couragous man who also is known for his dry, unpredicable and often teasing humor. He is a formable opponent, with his dirt brown hair and brown eyes, also good-looking to most ladies. He is quick with the mind, and doesn't mind a little good-humored squabble with anyone. He knows his stuff well, and had commanded ODSTs long before the he joined up with the Midsummer Night. He also has a slight/major crush on Lieutenant Crystal Price. He wears standard greyish black ODST drop uniforms with teeth with dripping blood painted on his helmet.

Call-Sign~ NoBrain

**Seventh Lieutenant Crystal Price, Heavy Munitions and Explosives Expert:**

Yep. Everything about Lieutenant Crystal Price signals street-tough, hardened soldier, willing to risk all to gain everything. She is a smooth-talking fireball, affectionately nicknamed "Spitfire". She's a dark-haired beauty with icy blue eyes, darker skin tone, and 5'8" height. Crystal knows Lieutenant Levi Collins has a thing with her, and often ignores him or is mean, trying to ignore the fact she truly cares about him too. She lost a great many important people in her life, and she's afraid of losing Levi as well. She wears standard heavy munitions clothing, with a black hat many of her soldier's wear, along with black fingerless gloves which almost never come off. Her tanks have the word "Chargers" painted on every barrel.

Call-Sign~ Spitfire

**Eighth Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey, Underwater, Space, and Mountainious Assualt Specialist:**

Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey has an interesting past. Unlike many other females, she fought to join the most secretive and coveted male-only selections. And she got in. She's the first and only female to join the USMAS, and first to graduate top of her class. She is soft spoken, unlike her best friend Lieutenant Crystal Price, and focused soley on getting her team and the rest off this ring. She greatly admires the Spartan captain, Connors, even though she won't admit it. Sapphire is also terrified of Spartans, and always has been, even before Camp Conta. She wears whatever uniform the mission requires, either digitalized shades of dark blue for the ocean, camo white and light gray for the mountains, and black for space assualts.

Call-Sign~ Gem

...

"Keegan, any better?" Connors stood next to his lieutenant's bed, gazing down at the wounded Spartan.

Keegan blinked sleepily and rolled slowly over to look up at him. "Hey Captain." He responded softly, eyes dull with sleep. "Eh, little sore perhaps." He stretched, then quit, pain sharping his senses quickly.

"That's not what Kyle said." Connors said quietly. He had to smile at his lieutenant's stubbornness, but worried about his condition anyway. "He had to change the bandages, they bled through last night. Why didn't one of you wake me up?"

"You needed the sleep." Keegan glared at him. "I'm no kid now, Connors." At his captain's icy return of his glare, Keegan flinched. "Sorry." He muttered.

Connors sighed. "Keegan, I probably could have helped. Not that I think you're a kid, it's just important to me to know the state of my Spartans at all times. Even a stubborn, thick-necked lieutenant like you." He said the last with a bit of a smile. "And also tells me I can't let you go out on perimeter patrols yet. And I told Stryker about it too and he agrees. We need you at full strength as soon as possible. Rest while you can."

Keegan groaned. "This is horrible, Captain. Come on. At least let me get some air sir?" He pleaded.

"You can't even stand without flinching, Keegan. Don't even try. And that's an order, Lieutenant." Connors chuckled. "I need to get going. Have fun. Call for the soldier outside your door if you need any help." Connors left the room snickering as Keegan cussed up a blue streak at his commanding officer's retreating back.

"Sounds like a handful."

Connors turned his head to look at the new person who owned the voice as he shut the door. "Yeah. Good as they come, though. Who are you?"

"Second Lieutenant Hesh Price, Spartan. Don't worry, I know as much as ArkAngel about you, Captain Connors." He offered Connors a friendly hand, which Connors coldly ignored.

"What do you need, lieutenant?"

"Ohkayyy then." Lieutenant Price pulled his hand away. "Nice to meet you too. ArkAngel assigned me to show you your patrol schedules. You're going to be with Rorke and Kyle and a lieutenant, whoever is on assignment at the time. For now, you will be with Lieutenant Brodey." Price began walking towards the tunnel leading towards the outside garage. "This base opens up into many different places. A few end up in hidden caves we use to store the tanks and vehicles, others defensive aircraft, and specialized equipment we use for quick use." He opened a door, jogging through down a new hallway that was slightly damp, water running down the stone sides and into cracks near the corners.

"Hey, Price, there you are. Almost left without you."

Connors almost dropped his helmet. She was gorgeous.

"Sorry Gem. Had to run to his barracks to get him." Chuckled Price.

Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey did drop her helmet. "What the hell is he doing here, Hesh." She murmured quietly, her narrowed eyes never leaving Connors.

"ArkAngel thought it'd be good to-"

"Yeah well he sure fucked up on his thinking." She snapped, risking her gaze to look at Price before snapping it back to Connors.

"You must be the infamous Lieutenant Brodey? I'm-"

"I know who you are, Spartan." She interrupted. "Nothing personal, but you're on the wrong rotation. I won't be patrolling with you." She turned and basically fled the cave.

"Wow. Okay then. Head out there, Spartan. She must have waited for me while Kyle and Rorke went on ahead. ArkAngel apparently didn't tell her you'd be taking my place." Price rubbed his face.

"Excuse me? She doesn't look too happy to have me out there." Connors growled. "I don't want to patrol with a soldier who's triggerhappy against me."

"Scared, Captain Connors? Huh. Thought you Spartans had more spunk." Price's eyes twinkled with amusement. "She'll calm down. Head down after them." With that, Price turned and sauntered back down the darkening tunnel.

...

Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey couldn't surpress a shudder. A Spartan. ArkAngel expected her to work alongside a Spartan. Her. Out of all the others. Even though he knew she didn't like them. Couldn't. She didn't really know why, or maybe she did, but either way, she hadn't been able to get over her fear of them. And had quit trying years ago. Her surperiors simply knew not to place her assualt team with a Spartan after a few missions. She had just begun to relax, with Rorke and Kyle ahead of her, when a voice broke the stillness.

"I won't hurt you, Lieutenant. I promise it. I wasn't part of the Camp Conta attack."

Sapphire whirled, but her rifle was knocked from her hand. She instinctively raised her hands in surrender, ready to duck and roll.

Captain Connors stood in front of her, holding his rifle with one hand, aimed at the ground, the other hand in the air. "See? Won't hurt you." He snapped.

Sapphire reddened and grabbed her gun. "Fuck off, Spartan." She growled. God, he looked good in armor. His helmet actually went with his suit, as she knew it would. Why wouldn't it? Wait. Was she flustered? Because of the Spartan? Amazed at herself, she ignored the Spartan behind her and continued on, jogging to catch up to Kyle and Rorke, who had stopped to watch the whole episode in front of them. "Don't say a fuckin' word." She growled savagely at them.

They both raised their hands in the universal sign of surrender and watched her take point. They then turned and murmured greetings to Connors.

Sapphire couldn't believe herself. This was nothing different. *Think of him as another Marine.* She snuck a glance back at him. He was almost a foot taller than Rorke at 6'6''. She suddenly realized he was watching her back. *Shit*. She thought frantically, averting her gaze. She could feel the Spartan's eyes watching her carefully. She didn't dare turn around. She kept her back to him, head held high. She was in charge. She'd let him remember it. She heard Rorke chuckle at something either Kyle or Connors said, and snapped back "This isn't visitation time, Spartan. Zip it or I will." Sapphire ignored Kyle's mutter. She had to focus.

Suddenly, out of the corner of her eye, she saw a bullet fly centimeters from her head. She ducked, and suddenly was crashed into from behind, even more bullets raining the place she had just been. Captain Connors grunted as he caught most of his weight on his wrists, trying to avoid landing directly on her and his gun. "They're behind the hill, one click to our 10 o'clock position." He rolled off her, motioning for her to stay low, his rifle in check.

"What do you want us to do, Cap?" Rorke muttered over the coms, teeth clenched.

Sapphire bit back a retort; she was the lieutenant and in charge. She held her tongue when she realized Connors fell into his role quicker than she could come up with a plan.

"Kyle, climb that tree. Stay behind the branches until I say. You snipe 'em out when I give the word. The Lieutenant, Rorke, and I will draw their fire. They didn't see you, Kyle, since you were too far back. Rorke, run up towards me and the lieutenant like you're regrouping. That will definately help them think it's a three-man team. On my mark."

Sapphire readied herself, gripping her rifle close. Unlike some soldiers, she didn't close her eyes before she went into action, she studied her suroundings up close. It helped.

"Go!" Connors sprinted from cover like a bullet, racing around a hill and continuing.

Sapphire panted to keep up. He was in much better shape than she was. "Spartan, slow it down." She grunted, slowing to match her hurried pace to Rorke's. "We're too far behind!" She realized the warning went too late. Rorke and her were thrown to the ground, a Hunter roaring it's fury at them. Sapphire blinked, her fading vison focusing past the Hunter on Connors, who had turned and was unable to get back to them, fire forcing him down.

"Lieutenant!"

Sapphire heard his voice, but couldn't comprehend what he was saying. She stood slowly, swaying on her feet as she unsteadily faced the Hunter, who lumbered in a threatning circle around her and Rorke, who wasn't moving. She fumbled for her gun, unable to make her finger cooperate with her swirling mind. She swayed too far to the side, falling down hard, her gun dropping a foot away from her knee.

The Hunter roared it's laughter, tightning the circle, playing with its kill. It shifted its hold on the shield it carried, hatred flaming in the eyes.

Sapphire blinked. She felt fear. Death had finally come. She just hadn't expected it on a random patrol. She let her gaze rest on Connors, who was crouching behind the boulder in front of him, watching. That was it. Simply watching. Typical of a Spartan, she supposed. If only she had way to tell Stryker all his faith in the Spartan fireteam had been in vain. Sapphire's eyes jerked back to the Hunter, who now stood still in front of her, its gun readying to fire. She raised one hand to it, as if to block out the light from her eyes. Suddenly, a sniper round echoed through the valley, and went through the Hunters skull, exiting through the front. Sapphire closed her eyes as she felt drops of blood splattering on her. She heard footsteps, and felt a gloved hand grasp her jaw firmly, yet gently, and another hand almost tenderly wiping away the blood near her eyes.

"You can open them now. I got most of it." Connors voice was low and strangely husky.

Sapphire blinked up at him. He had pulled her into his arms at some point, she hadn't notice. Her ears weren't ringing anymore, but Captain Connors still sounded distant. "The snipers..." She whispered, eyes drawn to the helmet above her.

"Kyle got the snipers. Lieutenant Price, Lieutenant Collins, and Stryker got the field Elite and the Grunts. Thank Keegan for letting Stryker borrow his sniper rifle." Connors chuckled with amusement. "You're safe."

"You just stood there, Spartan. How safe am I really, then?" Sapphire was surprised at her snapping tone.

Connors stiffened, letting go of her and helping her sit up on her own. "I don't need to explain my actions to you, Lieutenant. If you doubt my loyalty, that's you're own fault. Your captain has placed some measure of trust in me in able to let me be out here with you. If you trust ArkAngel at all, you should've had some trust in me too. But apparently, I don't think you bring yourself to do it." He replied coldly, standing and walking past Rorke towards the men coming towards them.

...

"Rorke!" Kyle's desperate yell broke Connors' thoughts. The young man rushed past him, heading to the fallen sergeant. Connors felt a twinge of regret in not checking the man before he walked away from the lieutenant, but he had to make sure none of the Covenant ambush escaped first. None could get away. "Stryker! Any escape?" He jogged the rest of the way towards the remaining three soldiers.

"No. Falcon here finished off the wounded. Nothing they could tell us anyway, even if we knew they could understand and speak English. Not all of them do here." Stryker replied, glancing past him towards Rorke. "Falcon, run back and get some medics to meet us in the landing bay and be ready for when we get back. I want Rorke fully checked over and to get some medical attention."

"Yes sir." Lieutenant Falcon Hayes was gone in a flash, dissapearing into whatever shadows he found.

Lieutenant Price glanced at Connors. "Good thinking back there. How did you know there was going to be an ambush?"

"Simple. Tracks. That, and it was too quiet. It was perfect setup for an ambush from the getgo. I just didn't think we were that important enough to send a Hunter for." Connors muttered. He pulled off his helmet, running a hand over his sweaty, crewcut hair. It was hot out.

Stryker spat on the ground. "They must know you and your team are here now. Somehow. Which means they want to take you out, Captain. This isn't good."

"That was a larger than normal ambush group, considering the Covenant's ways." Lieutenant Price thought aloud. "I'd say they're worried, but I don't think they are going to attack full scale, Stryker. They're too preoccupied with activating the ring. They know we're just trying to get off the ring."

"Yeah, but what happens when they find out this ring isn't ever gonna be activated?"

Connors glanced at Lieutenant Collins with interest. "Why's that?"

Lieutenant Collins shrugged. "Well, for one, before our own escavation team was terminated, we found this ring's activation key was never finished. The Forerunners either were lazy, or didn't have time to finish it. There is no possibly way to activate this ring. The plans for the key died with the Forerunners."

Connors glanced at Stryker. "How long till they find out all their work is for nothing?"

Stryker flicked his gaze away, eyes shadowing. "Depends. I'm not sure."

Connors narrowed his eyes. Stryker was lying. That, he was certain of. "Right. Let's get Rorke back to base. I don't think those Covies will be back for awhile. Usually they give their ambush teams a couple days to complete their mission. We have 2 days at the most until they figure out their team isn't coming back."

The group walked towards Lieutenant Brodey, Rorke, and Kyle. Kyle had pulled Rorke to his feet, and was holding him up. "He's very disorented, and fading in and out, Sir." He explained worriedly.

Connors put on his helmet again, striding towards Lieutenant Brodey, who was still on the ground. Her eyes were glazing over again. "Lieutenant Brodey isn't all that great either. That blast knocked them both pretty hard." He strapped her gun with his, and lifted her in his arms. She struggled briefly, eyes focusing momentarily on him with a glare, then glazing again. "Calm down, Brodey." He murmured. "We're going to get you back safe and sound, don't you worry." He heading back towards base, Lieutenant Collins and Kyle carrying Rorke. Stryker and Lieutenant Price led, watching their back and front.

Lieutenant Brodey nestled closer to him in his arms as he kept walking. Her eyes were closed, so Connors didn't know if she consiciously did that or not. She felt good in his arms, if he thought of it. Connors had never in his life been attracted to a woman before, not since the Academy days with Josh and John. He tried to not think on the past nor how Brodey felt in his arms as he let Stryker open the door with his keycard before quickening his pace down the hall. He stopped, standing still as he let Rorke get the first gurney, the medics swarming around him first. He waited patiently until another medical officer noticed him with Brodey in his arms, and called for another gurney. "She'd dazed, possibly hit her head pretty well. Blast threw her and Rorke; Rorke was simply too close for comfort. Her eyes are glazed, unfocused, and pupils aren't repsonding well, but they are responding. I'm guessing some concussions and headaches, but I think that's. Check, though."

"Yes yes we know that." Snapped a medic, wheeling Brodey away. "We're trained in this, Spartan. She'll be in the best of care we can give."

Connors watched Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey get wheeled away and dissapear from sight.
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"Get the hell out of my way."

Lieutenant Levi Collins didn't usually fear humans. But in this case, an Angry Lieutenant Crystal Price made him want to shrink in the corner. But he knew if he let her in the med bay, she would probably scare the doctors with her ranting rage. And Sapphire didn't need that. So he braced himself. He also knew once Crystal calmed down she'd thank him in her rambunctious way. "You need to let her rest, Crystal."

"Like hell I won't let her! I need to see her! Make sure she's okay!" Crystal screeched at him, spit flecking him in the face.

He refused to blink, slowly and calmly wiping his face with the back of his hand. My, she was so close to his lips... She was gorgeous, even when furious. "Crystal, you're gonna scare the doctors. Let them get her stable and figured out. She got quite a bump on the head." Levi's eyes strayed against his will to her lips once again.

Crystal blinked, noticing where his gaze was. Her cheeks flushed and she stepped away, struggling to hang on to the anger. "Why wasn't I called for backup? I should have been there, Levi!"

Levi raised his hands. "Hey, I wasn't in charge. Stryker got the message first. We were the closest and already racing to get there. I didn't have time to get to you. The ambush team was bigger than the Spartan thought. Than anyone could have guessed."

"The Spartan."

Levi flinched at the deadly, quiet tone. Crystal always had to put the blame on something. Faulty equippment, the weather, the person in charge. In this case, the Spartan. And Levi wasn't so sure that was good. "It was not his fault either, Crystal. He did save them all. He just couldn't have seen the real danger. No one could have. It just happens. Especially here, Crystal. You should know that." He rested a hand on her shoulder cautiously.

Crystal shrugged him off. "Whatever. That fucking Spartan almost killed two soldiers. Hope ArkAngel kills 'em." She growled. "How bad is Rorke?"

Levi sighed. "He's not so great. Got some brain trama, have to wait for the swelling to go down and him to wake up to see if it caused any mental damage. He hit his head pretty hard. He also broke his left forearm, and got a nasty gash on his leg from something sharp, a rock, we're guessing. He was closest to the blast, he's lucky he's alive and without any nasty internal injuries. Oh, and his ribs are bruised pretty good too. Other than that, he's fine."

"How Lepler taking it?"

"Kyle? He's worried sick. He and Rorke have been through hell and back together. Won't leave his side. His Spartan friend Keegan checks up on him when Captain Connors lets him walk about. He'll also be fine in a day or so." Levi spotted Hesh as he came around the corner. "Hey Hesh. Here to take your adorable little sister away so I can quit guarding this door?" He asked with a cocky grin.

Hesh chuckled, tugging his sister's hair, catching her hand, which was aimed for Levi's face. "Careful, Levi, I won't be rescuing no ODST from death when you're sleeping."

"Ooo. Dark. I like it." Levi snipped at Crystal, who glowered at him, then Hesh.

"Mother fucker." She spat at him. "And Hesh? Hate you. One of you fucktards find me when Sapphire's stable. ASAP or I will hurt you." She spun on her heel and stomped off.

Hesh watched her go, a hint of sadness in his eyes. "I don't want her hurt, Levi." He said neutrally, but a hint of warning was in his gaze as he glanced over towards the lieutenant.

"Me either." Levi met his gaze boldly. He didn't scare easily from Hesh. Not when it concerned Crystal. "I'd do anything to get her off this godforsaken ring." He settled his gaze on a bug crawling across the hall. "But I guess I can't do everything." He murmured, leaning against the walland crossing his arms in front of him.

"Ha, who can, Levi? Even ODSTs have to admit defeat sometime." Hesh smiled, slapping Levi's back to lighten the joke. "Come on. Let's get some grub and then check our men. We need to hype up patrols."

Levi cursed. "My men are exhausted already. Covies want us to drop dead from exhaustion so they don't waste their bullets or what?"

"My guess is as good as yours, friend." Hesh laughed.

...

Connors hesitated. He checked the small square of mirror that wasn't broken on the wall, smoothing his already short hair to not look so spikey. He decided to give up and walked out of the barracks, his pace slow. Would she see him? Would she be awake? Would she blame him? He had wanted to go to her rescue, but he had been torn between radioing for help or risking the patrol's lives. He really had almost taken on that Hunter, but if he had, the rest of the ambush would've simply finished off Kyle and Connors wouldn't be in any position to fight those snipers and the Hunter and protect Rorke and Brodey all at once. But as soon as the he got through to Stryker, he had fired back at the snipers, trying to get a break in the fire to defend Brodey. But he couldn't risk the Hunter cutting its fun short if he shot at it. Connors wiped his face. Why did he even care like this? This wasn't normal. He didn't have feelings anymore. Not concerning soldiers. But he didn't consider the lovely lieutenant just any soldier. Whoa. Whoa. Whoa. Did he just admit mentally he thought Sapphire Brodey, who wouldn't give him the time of day, _lovely_? He was in trouble. Maybe this ring was getting to him. Lack of restful sleep, perhaps. Concern about his squad clouding his thoughts. He almost punched the pad to open the med door once he reached it. Inside, he walked through the rows and rows of bunks to a seperate room reserved for the lieutenants. Only Sapphire was in here, so it was reletively quiet and peaceful. Connors silently closed the thin door behind him after promising an orderly he'd be quiet and not upset her. He watched her sleep. Lieutenant Brodey did look better than the last time he saw her. For that, Connors was relieved. He took a step forward as her eyes fluttered open and instantly focused on him.

"Sorry to wake you, I didn't know the power of your observation was so strong." Connors commented softly.

...

Sapphire couldn't believe her eyes. The Spartan, visiting her. He looked good. Real good. He wasn't wearing his armor. Which was surprising. He looked neatly groomed and professional in his field uniform. "What do you want?" She immidiately regretted her cold tone.

Captain Connors almost flinched at her words. "Just came to see if you were okay, Lieutenant. And to apologize for not acting sooner."

Sapphire hardened her gaze. Now that, she didn't mind glaring at him for. "Why in the bloody blazes didn't you help me?" Her final words broke into a whisper.

Connors blinked, turning around and facing away from her. "I was calling in backup and directing Stryker where to go first when he arrived and informing him of your situation and of the Hunter."

"Why didn't you freakin' shoot the damn thing, Captain? Or didn't you mind me getting beat up and killed?" Sapphire snapped.

Connors spun around, anger snaking across his face. "Lieutenant! Mind yourself. I knew better than to shoot it from the position I was in. I've delt with them before, many times, and I have a keen understanding on how they act with their prey in the heat of battle. My rifle would not have delivered a killing shot with the first round; the armor is too thick for my rounds. It would have killed you, then possibly Rorke then come for me. Eliminating the weaker to play with the stronger, more challenging prey. It's all they're trained for. They're trained to be indistructable with a furious temper to match. And I couldn't get closer because of the snipers. Kyle couldn't get a good angle to get them all. I truly tried, after I made the call for reninforcements, Lieutenant Brodey. I really did. I couldn't get any closer until help arrived."

Sapphire almost felt bad at his expression. No matter the tough Spartan facade, he was truly sorry. And blamed himself. "Look, Spartan, I'm sorry. I'm simply tired and sore from the Hunter. I'm sorry I took it out on you and didn't trust you. You probably saved me, Rorke, and Kyle. Had you not been with us and taken my sergeant's place, we all would have been killed without your expertise in dealing with the Covenant offenses. If you get any heat from ArkAngel, tell him Brodey wants to have a chat with him. He'll understand."

Connors almost smiled. Sapphire was suddenly pleased with herself. He wasn't so bad, kinda. "So you only came here to check on me?"

"Yes Ma'am." Connors smiled slyly, a grin on his face. "Any excuse to observe your uncanny powers of observation. I might learn something."

Sapphire laughed. He was flirting, in a way, whether he knew it or not. She guessed he didn't. "I've been aware of people and when they are close to me since I was a little girl." She didn't add it was because she had to. If she didn't, well, bad things happened at night. "It's what helped me chose special forces stuff."

The Captain chuckled. "And you're good at it." It was a statement, not a question.

"Yes." Sapphire agreed softly. "I guess so. Still here." She offered a weak smile. "Although today I was off. I should have guessed an ambush."

"No. I was distracting you, and for that, I'm sorry. I hope you know I would never harm you, Brodey. Not intentionally. Ever." He murmured quietly.

Sapphire looked away. Was that a bit of huskiness in his voice? Surprising, and she hated she couldn't seem to remember his name. She was about to respond, when the door burst open, and there stood Crystal. With the devil in her eyes.

"WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING HERE?" Crystal's fist flew towards the Spartan's face so fast Sapphire almost couldn't follow it, and was surprised the Captain was quicker and caught it easily.

"You have a problem, Lieutenant?" The Captain retorted, anger in his eyes. "I'm not some punching bag, Price."

"Like fuck you ain't. Get out of here, Spartan. You're not wanted. You almost got her killed. No thanks to you she's still here!" Crystal took another swing at him, but Connors simply stepped neatly back, avoiding it.

"Crystal! Calm down! He saved my life!" Sapphire cried, but her words seemed to only fuel her friend on. When her temper started, nothing so far could curb it.

"I did what I thought was best, Price." Spat the Captain. "You don't think I regret not being able to help more?" He ducked again, looking ready to go offensive. Soon.

"Crystal, please!" Sapphire tried again, panic in her voice. She definately did not want them killing each other. Knowing Crystal, she really would kill the Spartan in a rage if she could. And he would strike to kill. Even if he didn't want to. It would be simple self-defense. He was trained for it. Bred for it. They- He, would kill her if it came down to it. Sapphire had no doubt. He would win this fight. "Captain, just go. Please! She'll calm down when you're gone." She begged softly, wincing as she sat up, the world spinning.

"Price! Calm down. You're upsetting Sapphire!" The captain all but roared. "I'm gonna leave now. Price, you're insane." He growled, catching Crystal's fist again and tossing her backwards.

"Captain! Don't hurt her, please. She'll calm down." Sapphire cried out again.

"I'm right here, bastards." Crystal spat, hatred dripping from her glare to Connors.

"Then act like the lieutenant and friend and soldier you are, Crystal. Please. Calm down. For me." Sapphire murmured, panic lacing her voice. Was it just her or was it getting extremely hard to breath the air in here?

the Captain flashed her a grateful look and silently took his leave.

Sapphire fell back against the pillows, exhausted. Her breath came in ragged bursts.

"Saph, are you okay?" Crystal's voice still tinged with adreneline, but her eyes focused slowly on her friend. Fear and worry crept across. "What have I done now? I'm so sorry, Saph! Let me go get the doctor." When Sapphire didn't argue, she raced out the door, but not to far, and snapped at an orderly for the doctor.

Sapphire's vision began to cloud. "It's okay, Crystal. Just please, calm down and leave the Spartan alone. He truly saved my life." Those were the last words she could muster before surrendering to the darkness; Crystal's tear-filled eyes haunting her mind.
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Levi raced through the hangar. How could he have been so dumb? Of course, Crystal wouldn't have waited for his word to go see Brodey. No way would she. He spotted Hesh and jerked his head for him to follow him. "It's Brodey. Crystal went to see her and the Spartan was there. Cryst and the Captain got into it." He panted, still running.

Hesh's face turned dark. "If he hurt her..." He growled, leaving the sentence unfinished.

"I know. But I think it's Brodey." Levi finished worriedly, sliding to a stop in front of med bay, punching the keypad and rushing through the door, Hesh following at his heels. They ran to the private room.

"Quietly. She's still out, from the looks of it." Hesh observed softly as Levi opened the door.

At the sound of the door, Crystal glanced up, eyes dull. She sat near the lieutenant, her face ashen. At her brother's commanding look, she sullenly got up and followed him outside.

Levi hated the haunted look in her eyes, and longed to follow her, hold her, but he had to check on Brodey. He stood silently next to the sleeping lieutenant, reading the stats on the chart from the doctor. He rest his hands on the right bar on her bed, and leaned back, facing the floor. He felt slightly nauseated. Crystal had caused Brodey's blood pressure to rise. Her body hadn't been able to handle that as well and went into what the doctor explained, overdrive. Pulled her into a deep sleep, not yet a coma, but not normal sleep. Suddenly, he felt a featherlight and just as soft hand touch his. He slowly lifted his head. And the most beautiful sight greeted him. Almost most beautiful. "Brodey." He breathed, relief washing over him like a wave.

"Levi. Thank you for coming." She whispered, voice scratchy and hoarse.

"We didn't think you'd be awake for a long, long time, Saph." He began, voice husky. Crystal was going to be so relieved.

"I know. I've been awake for awhile. I just didn't want Crystal to appologize and blame herself again. She's been feeling pretty bad by the way she's acted for the past couple hours."

Levi winced. "Sorry we didn't come sooner, Stryker didn't tell us anything had happened till like five minutes ago. Honest."

"I believe you." Sapphire replied softly.

Levi grasped her hand gently. "What happened?"

"Crystal was mad and needed something to blame. Unfortunately, the Spartan was in here when she came." 

"Connors?" Levi asked.

"Yeah. That the Captain's name? I couldn't ever remember." Sapphire mused quietly.

"Why was he here?"

"He blamed himself, of course, but he saved my life, if nothing else, Levi. He came because he was worried and had to see how I was doing. OH." Sapphire blinked. "How's Rorke?"

Levi chuckled. "He's doing much better. Complaining and wanting out of bed. He'll be out of the infirmary soon. You, not so quickly."

Sapphire sighed. "Crystal?"

"Hesh took her outside for a minute. Probably trying to figure out what exactly happened. And if Connors hurt her." Levi felt his own anger and worry grow as he thought of it. "Did he?"

"Levi, Captain Connors is as good a man as you. Would you hurt me?" Sapphire's eyes flashed angrily. "No one trusts him or his team, yet he saved my life. He's helped us accomplish more in a month than we've been able to do in two years. And yet asks for so little. And we continue to doubt them." She leaned her head back against the pillow, drained.

Levi blinked surprise. She hadn't liked them either. "I'm sorry. I should have thought a bit before saying that."

Sapphire grunted. "No need to appolgize, Levi. I know you're worried about Crystal. He didn't hurt her, although he had every right to. She just let her temper get the best of her again. But this time, it went pretty bad. She has to be able to let things go. I just don't know how to help her." Her voice broke a little at the end.

Levi's heart almost broke with it. "Aw, Saph, it's not your fault either. You couldn't do anything and can't. This is something Crystal needs to do herself." Sapphire was blaming herself for not being to help her friend. Even when she couldn't get out of bed she never stopped worrying about Crystal. The thought warmed, yet saddened, Levi. "I'm going to go check on her. Hesh may be in here to see you in a second."

"Alright. Thank you, Levi. And go. She really needs you, whether she admits it or not."

Levi smiled, gently removing his hand from hers and walked out. He closed the door quietly behind him, gazing at Crystal and Hesh facing each other. "Knock it off, you two." He ordered. "Hesh, go see Sapphire. That'll help calm you down." He turned to Crystal. "Calm down, C. Sapphire's gonna be fine, I promise."

Hesh hesitated, as if to argue, then actually followed Levi's orders and went in.

As soon as he was gone, Levi gathered Crystal into his arms. "Oh honey, what am I supposed to do with you?" He murmured soothingly, feeling sobs begin to shake her body. He pulled her tighter, and was relieved to feel her arms wrap around his middle. She was at least accepting him. Wanting comfort from him. That was a plus.

"I could have really hurt her, Levi." She sobbed, tears falling.

Levi felt her shudder through the sobs. "Shh, it's okay. She's okay. You- no, WE, we just need to work on your temper. It's okay. Sapphire doesn't blame you. She is worried about you though. It's okay, Crystal." Levi lowered his lips to the top of her head, closing his eyes. He could almost feel the hurt soaking through him. She really, really blamed herself.

Crystal slowed her breathing, trying to stop her tears. "I'm horrible."

Levi chuckled as she hiccuped, and, rather reluctantly, pulled away a little to tip her face up to his. "No. You're a wonderful friend who was worried to death about your friend who could have been dying for all you knew. You're smart, beautiful, and kind, even if you don't want to admit it, Crystal. You're all that and so, so much more." He murmured, leaving a light kiss on her forehead. He pulled back just enough to notice Crystal's eyes closed, bliss and relaxation slowly clouding her face. "You like that?" He murmured with amusement. She was so fun to please if you knew how.

"That's an unanswerable question, Levi. Don't ruin the moment." She retorted softly, leaning into him again.

Levi chuckled, his throat growing tight. She was accepting him. If nothing else as a friend. And he was so glad he could help her.
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"Captain Connors, report to Lieutenant Collins' office, please." Connors glared at the intercom.

"Come on, Cap. Can't be any worse than the run in with crazy lady." Keegan shrugged. He was finally allowed back in his armor, accompanied by Mason. Jason and Connors both had theirs off.

"I don't know. This isn't fun either way." Connors grumbled.

Keegan snickered. "Boss, you have it for that lieutenant, don't you?" At Connors deadly glare, he cackled with glee as he jumped away from Connors' halfhearted swipe.

"Go get on patrol." Connors snapped. He stomped out of the barracks. He should put his armor on, but he had to admit, it did feel nice for a change. He felt light, powerful. In his armor, though, he was indestructable. So it wasn't totally comfortable being undressed. Although, skeptically, he thought Lieutenant Brodey liked it better with him not suited up.

When he reached Collins' door, he rapped once and imidiately entered. Lieutenant Levi Collins was talking on the radio when he stood almost at attention, but not quite. Collins wasn't that superior.

"No, Martha, you need to let her do her thing and be done with it. I can't help you there. C is going to do what she feels is right. No, I'm not picking sides, I'm telling the truth! You're being difficult. Martha, come on, see reason. Who's gonna change her? You? Ha. Me? Heck, I just only got a smile out of her today! Think I can order that around?!" An angry, garbled reply came back, then a click. Collins sat in disbelief, then threw the radio across the room. "Stupid -"

"Ah-HEM." Connors all but growled. "Lieutenant, you needed to see me?"

Collins reddened, then nodded. "Yes. Um, About yesterday..."

Connors almost groaned. Would this never end?

Collins sighed. "I appologize for Lieutenant Price's behavior. She does have major anger issues, but she's one heck of a soldier, so don't judge her by one act of stupidity, please."

"Lieutenant Collins-" Connors began, but Collins cut him off.

"Please, just Levi. If I can call you by your first name?" At Connors even gaze, Collins shrugged. "Hey, technically, you outrank me, but here, it's the other way around, somehow. I don't personally care to see it that way, so lets just be less formal and sorta friends? However you Spartans call it a friendly visit." Collins smiled, lessing the sting of the words. "What is your first name?"

Connors groaned inwardly. How little people truly knew about Spartan personalities. Spartans in general. "It's just Connors, Lieutenant."

"Fine. It's Connors if I'm Levi." He replied evenly with a slight questioning tone to his voice.

"Levi." Connors agreed.

"Good." Levi was silent for a moment. "Look, ArkAngel put Stryker in charge for this investigation, who considered giving it to Hesh but he's too personally involved for a proper investigation. So he gave it to me-"

"Even though you and Lieutenant Price have a thing." Connors snuck in.

Levi huffed, rolling his eyes. "Okay, yes, even though me and Crystal have a thing going supposedly. He thought that would make me more open. Because on one hand I like you guys-In a nonromantic kind of way- and I like Crystal in a romantic friendly way." He ran his hand through his hair. "Make sense?"

"In a way, yes." Connors confirmed, relaxing a little. "So why am I here?"

"Because this case was reported, and that means a full investigation must be done and the findings reported to ArkAngel to decides what the punishment is and on who it will be given to determined on the evidence. I have to find the evidence and say who's to blame." Levi sighed. "And I'm asking you, no, actually pleading, that if ArkAngel wishes to speak with you, go easy on Crystal. She feels horrible about what happened already, and depressed beyond words. She hasn't even gone to see Brodey because she doesn't want to hurt her."

Connors imidiately perked at the mention of Lieutenant Brodey. "She doing okay, by the way?" He tried to ask nonchalantly.

Levi chuckled. "Knew it, man. You're sweet on her. You, a Spartan, on the Dazzling Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey. Good pick, Connors."

Connors reddened. "I didn't say that."

"You didn't have to, Connors. I can see it in your eyes, your voice, your face in general. Sapph's doing okay, but she is worried about Crystal. And she is wondering like crazy what your first name is." Levi chuckled. "But hey, go see her first then. You haven't seen her since the Crystal episode, I take it, so get going to see her and we'll continue this conversation tomorrow after we're done patrolling."

"We?" Connors asked, already at the door to leave.

"Yeah. I put you with my team for the next couple of patrols." Levi chuckled. "Now go, Captain. See the lieutenant."

You didn't need to tell him twice.

...

"Hey Brodey." Connors greeted the lieutenant softly.

Lieutenant Sapphire Brodey blinked sleepily at him. "Hey Captain." She sat up just a bit, sleepyness clouding her eyes. She yawned, comfortable. "Missed ya."

Connors mouth twitched to hide his surprise. She was probably just tired. Hell, she didn't even know his first name. But he felt a flutter of happiness in his heart in her words. "Same, Lieutenant."

Brodey smiled. He would kill for that smile. She looked gorgeous, sleepiness in her eyes, but the good kind of sleepy, hair slightly curled around her nicely framed face. "Lets loose the formalities, Captain. It's too early. It's Sapphire."

"Connors."

"Nononono, Captain." Brodey smiled. "First name. I won't tell anyone, promise. I'm just curious." She yawned again, stretching comfortably underneath the blankets.

Connors smiled. He cared for her. He definately couldn't deny it. "Okay then." He sucked in a breath. No one beyond top ONI officials knew his name. To him, first names were very personal. "Tyler. Tyler Ralph Connors."

"Wow." Sapphire giggled, snuggling against the pillow, icy eyes watching him. "Middle names too? That may be asking too much, Spartan." She teased.

Connors stepped closer, tweaking her toes which were sticking out from under the blanket before he sat on the edge of her bed.

Brodey- no, Sapphire, shifted slightly, giving him more room. Her smiled faltered a bit at his nearness but she simply gave him a soft smile. She was trying so hard to accept him, Connors realized with a pang. He hoped she would. "That makes me wonder what yours is, Sapphire."

"Tyler Ralph. Not bad." She retorted smoothly, smiling.

"Quit changing the subject."

"Touchy, eh? Fine then." She hit him with a pillow, giggling again.

Connors leaned back, grinning. She was so playful when she was sleepy, he loved it. He also didn't think she'd enjoy remembering just how playful and relaxed she was acting. "I think someone's still tired." He chuckled, grabbing a corner of the pillow and giving it a shake, almost pulling her forward.

"Easy muscles! Give me back my pillow." She laughed, taking back her pillow, which Connors reluectantly released. "Tyler. Gonna get a bit to get used to. Tyler." She tested the name again, nodding in pleasure. "Suits you though. I like it."

Tyler laughed. He felt carefree. He never did. Ever. He was falling. Hard. For Sapphire. And the totally wacky thing was, he didn't care. He only cared for the woman in front of him. "And I like Sapphire. Matches your eyes." He leaned forward, running his finger down from her eye slowly.

Sapphire froze, instantly tense.

Tyler realized he'd gone too far and leaned back. "Sorry, had an eyelash." He explained sheepishly.

Sapphire relaxed. "I can reach my face." She scolded with a soft laugh.

"So I see. Quit hiding your face." Tyler chuckled.

Sapphire simply used both hands instead of one to cover it more. "My face is red."

"So? You're cute when you're blushing." Tyler snipped boldly, enjoying the chance to tease her.

"Tyler. Stop. You're weird." Sapphire giggled, an infectious sounding giggle that threatened to spill into an all out attack.

Tyler grinned widely, risking it and grabbing her hand. "Red as a cuccumber." He responded seriously, voice stern.

Sapphire laughed, giggles pealing in and out. "Stop it! I shouldn't be laughing." She gasped out, and only then did Tyler realize something: She wasn't totally laughing from his words... She was also ticklish. She must have seen the recogintion dawn on his face. "Tyler? Don't you dare..."

Tyler didn't give her a chance to finish. "Dare what?" He asked innocently, running his hand down her arm. Her forearm, and side ribs just above the waist, he noted.

Sapphire flailed, holding her sides and trying to roll away from him. "TYLER!" She spat, laughing so hard it came in silent snorts. Her eyes begged for mercy and he finally relented.

"Now, back on topic. What's your middle name?" Tyler continued, hand raised threatningly above her side.

"YOU. ARE. SO. MEAN." Sapphire gasped out, her face red and smiling from laughing.

"So be it." Tyler grinned, tickling her once again.

"OKAY! Okay, hold holdholdhold." Sapphire laughed, grasping his hand with both of hers to hold them. "It's Grace. Sapphire Grace Brodey." She wheezed out, breathing hard as she sheepishly held his gaze.

Tyler's eyes grew tender. "It's perfect for you." He murmured, tighting his own hand around both of hers.

Sapphire glanced at her hands, realizing she was holding his. "Tyler..." She whispered, fear suddenly lining her face.

Tyler hushed her gently. "Saph, it's okay. I promise. I won't hurt you. Ever. I couldn't, even if I tried." He took both her hands with his, gently rubbing circles onto the top of her hands with his thumbs. He held her nervous gaze until she turned away.

"Tyler, I-I can't do this." She whispered shakily. "I'll just end up hurt."

He gently folded her into his arms. He rocked side to side slowly when he heard her whimper. He pulled her onto his lap, and she nestled close to his chest. "Sapphire, I won't leave you. I promise. Give me a chance. I can't die that easily, either. I promise. I won't leave you. Ever. If you give me a chance." He bowed his head, murmuring into her hair. He felt tears trickle and soak into his shirt. "Sapphire, I swear it to you."

"Tyler, I don't want to lose you. I can't. If I care for you, I'll lose you." A sob jerked her shoulders.

Tyler felt his heart clench. "Sapphire, you're words just made me the happiest man alive." He whispered, kissing her forehead softly. "There's no way in hell I'm ever gonna leave now. You just gave a very, very tired and very, very hopeless soldier... Hope." Tyler continued rocking her, and after a while, glanced slowly down at Sapphire in his arms. She was sleeping, her eyes delicately laying against her dark olive-brown skin. He ever so slowly moved his wrist to check the time. Couple of hours he'd been holding her. He very carefully, as not to wake her, settled her back onto her bed. He stood, stretching his cramped muscles in his back as he watched her. She was beautiful. And she cared for him. He'd take that for now. He turned to go, and imidiately went into defensive position. Lieutenant Crystal Price stood watching him. She must have not been there long; only to see him slowly rocking with Sapphire sleeping peacefully in his arms.

Price motioned him outside the room and closed the door after him. "What the fuck was that, Spartan?" She asked quietly.

Tyler-No, Connors now, glared at her. "None of your buisiness, Lieutenant." He turned to walk away, but a soft touch on his arm stopped him.

"Look, Captain, I know I was a total and complete asshole back before. And I appologize for it. I have my own demons to deal with, as does Sapphire, as do you. Mine just happens to be an uncontrollable rage monster. I truly am sorry for attacking you. And I don't blame you, not anymore. You really did save her life. You saved my best and only friend's life. And I owe you more than you will ever know." She finished, stepping back.

Connors' face softened. "You have a better friend that even Sapphire, Crystal. You just chose to ignore him." He smiled at the surprise on her face. "I'm not that dumb, Lieutenant. But thank you for your appology. I appreciate it and accept it." He took a breath. "Now. See you later, Leiutenant. I have work to do."

He left Crystal gazing after him, tears of thankfulness in her eyes.
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ArkAngel paced stonily. This was not how he planned this. His informer told him the Captain was up to some interesting activities. One in particuler concerned him above the others. He could have contacted Shadows. A tratior. With the help of another soldier. This bothered ArkAngel above all else. One of his soldiers, disloyal. Sure, he was a very hard taskmaster, not very friendly to approach, and often not inquiring about the welfare of his soldiers personally like Stryker, but still. He didn't like the feel of losing control. "Logan, what to do?" He whispered, even though the lieutenant was gone. Stryker took the ambush to heart, putting himself back on the patrol rotations. ArkAngel shook his head. He needed his lieutenant here. Next time Stryker came back in, he'd order him in. Only in emergancys was Stryker to go out, ArkAngel decided. He needed his lieutenant. That's what he was for. The others could take care of the rotations.

"Sir." A shadow voice followed by an equally sneaky figure snuck in the door. "Sir, you won't believe this."

"What?" snapped ArkAngel, annoyed to have been caught off guard.

"That Spartan is fooling around with a Lieutenant. Brodey."

"What?! No, that's not possible. Brodey'd kill him if he so much as sneezed; she's terrified of 'em." ArkAngel rubbed his face. "Were they..." He left the sentence unfinished.

"No sir. He's simply sweet-talking her now. But she's falling for it. I'd watch them both now, sir. If Connors isn't as peaceful towards us as he says he is... Then Brodey could give him the codes to stuff he does not need to know." The figure paced, his face scrunched up in thought.

ArkAngel nodded. "True, but the ambush..."

"He called in to save Brodey. He could have had a plan to kill Rorke and Kyle and spare Brodey. I don't know. I just don't trust them. The Captain most of all."

ArkAngel sighed. "Enough. I'll talk to Brodey. Any more on Shadows?"

"No sir. But tonight's the triple moons. I suspect he'll make a move sometime tonight. It's his favorite time of night to be moving."

"Good. Keep an eye on the Captain. How are the other Spartans doing?" ArkAngel began closing up the discussion.

"Well as to be expected. We have Beckett in with Jagged, Dulley with Spitfire, and Merrick with Falcon. Falcon's enjoying his Spartan, but the other lieutenants aren't as happy with your decision as him."

"Ha. Well, keep your eyes and ears open. You're the best informer I have, so keep it up. Dismissed, Lieutenant."

The lieutenant's eyes gleamed an evil glow that ArkAngel failed to notice from the praise. "Yes sir."

...

Saphhire Brodey wiped grit from her eyes. Her gear was badly in need of repairs, and no one better to do it than her. She blinked, eyes burning. She felt a outline blocking the heat of the sun and glanced up. "Tyler." She murmured softly in greeting. Her face grew red at the thought of that night two days ago. She ducked her head to hide the blush. She scrubbed furiously at her rifle.

Tyler crouched down to her eye level. "Hey." He watched her hands, ignoring her face, politely.

"um... What are you up to?" Sapphire stammered uneasily, hands trembling.

Tyler shrugged. "Eh, being human." He grinned at her confused glance. "It's been a long time since anyone called me by my first name, Sapphire. I feel like a soldier. Not a Spartan, or machine. I feel like a human. A real Soldier. Thanks to you." He added softly.

Sapphire set down her gun. "Tyler, It's not because of me. You've forgotten what a Spartan means. You're a soldier, same as us. Sure, you were created to be machines, but from what I saw before, um, you know... You were still human. Even if you didn't believe it." She said firmly with conviction. "You were a soldier. And that's what everyone can't believe. You're still a human, just like us." She grasped one of his hands, locking eye contact. "And I believe it with my whole heart, whether I know it half the time or not." She gave a hesitant smile, willing him to believe it.

Tyler swallowed hard. "That means a lot, Saph." He replied huskily, tightning his own hold on her hands. "I didn't think it was possible for me to be human. Not after... Everything."

Sapphire laughed softly. "Oh Tyler. We all have a chance to be human. Just not everyone takes it. Soldier and Spartan alike." She took a breath, standing up and grabbing her rifle. "Now. We need to get to work."

"What are we doing?"

"Simple stuff. Levi's taking over patrols for awhile... Oh." She lowered her head. "He took you to his team, didn't he?"

"Yes." Tyler conceded softly, watching her. "I have to report to him in a few hours. He wants me to help clean up anything you need done."

"Right. ArkAngel probably told him to take you." Sapphire tried not to let her anger rise. "Drama. That's what this all is." She spat.

"Calm down, Sapphire. It's okay. Let them make it a big deal. We know Crystal has anger problems, and most of us know I wasn't going to kill and won't kill her even now." He pulled her into his arms and gently stroked her hair. "It's okay. It's not like I'm a planet away, right?" He chuckled softly.

"Yeah, I guess so." Sapphire sighed, relaxing, before jerking away. "If they see me with you, Tyler..." Her voice drifted off. "It could turn very bad." She whispered, hugging herself silently and turned her back to him. "ArkAngel could be mad, and others won't trust either of us."

"Why? It's just dumb." Growled Tyler, raking his hand over his hair.

"Because you're a Spartan, and that's all they hear. I'm a soldier, and their lieutenant." Sapphire turned to him. "I'll meet you in the mini hanger, just off the main one. I know Lieutenant Garret, and he'll let us by. But only at 0000 hours, got it?"

Tyler nodded, doing the switch from military time to civilian time. "Right, got it." He smiled, grabbing her hand and squeezing it softly. "If there's nothing for me to do, then, I'm going to check on my boys before I head over to Collins, er, Levis."

"That's right, Tyler. Call us by our first names, or call signs. You're one of us now. Kinda. Sorta. Not really. Rankwise, anyway." Sapphire smiled slightly, giving him a small shove. "Go."

"Be safe." Murmured Tyler, his voice husky before he turned away.

Sapphire watched him go, wishing with all her heart this nightmare would end and she and Tyler would be on a whole different planet. Alone. It was a pleasant thought. She turned to work on her Warthog.

...

"Hey, Keegan." Connors jogged to his lieutenant, nodding a hello to Lieutenant Falcon. "Sir."

"Hey Capt." Keegan greeted him with a grin.

"Just Falcon, Captain." Falcon responded with a friendly nod.

"Sounds good. Just checking on my LT, Falcon." Connors replied coolly.

"No problem. I'd do the same for my men." Falcon returned smoothly. "I don't judge you or your men, Captain. I happen to have served with some Spartans years ago. Some of the finest men and women I have ever met." Falcon's attention was diverted to a young Scout waiting at his sleeve. "Excuse me, gentlemen. I have reports to look over. Captain, good day. Merrick, start working the men in their exercises when you're done here."

"Yes sir." Keegan replied, then turned to Connors. "What's up, Captain?"

"Just checking in." Connors murmured, observing around them. "Fitting in?"

"Oh yeah. These boys are right up my alley. I miss hanging with Kyle, though." Keegan sighed.

"They seperated you two?" Connors growled.

"Yeah. He's techinically under Jagged's command, with the Delta or whatever. He, and Rorke, when he's ready, will join back up with them when ArkAngel believes they're fit for duty and get cleared by med bay." Keegan picked at a thread on his gloves.

"Sorry. I know how close you two were getting." Connors offered.

"Yeah. Kyle, He's a good kid. Reminds me of a buddy I had when I was still in Selection." Keegan shivered. "Flayes never made it. Died early on in the night training sections. Freak accident, or so they say. Tested our emotional level at that age. Me, well, that's why I was chosen for sharpshooter. I watched death personally, and caused it. I never showed emotion after that day Flayes was murdered. So I was perfect." Keegan shrugged. "Till now. Funny how death can make you see things differently." He glanced at his captain. "This is some deep shit, Connors. I feel blind. I don't know what's going on outside these doors. And for us, during training and simulators, being blind got us killed."

"I'm not gonna let that happen, Keegan." Connors murmured. "We're gonna get off this ring. And tonight, I'm gonna meet with a guy who's going to be able to help us get a little insight and maybe even a ship."

"Shadows." Keegan breathed. "Guy's a legend. Stealing a whole covie ship piece by piece. On ArkAngel's most wanted list. Wanted dead or Alive, although preferable alive. Man, you've been busy, sir." Keegan chuckled. "Good luck."

"Thanks, I feel like I might actually need it." Connors admitted with a grin. "With how fucked up this whole place is, I think most of it has gone into everyone's head."

"For sure. For sure." Keegan agreed. "ALright, hate to cut this short, but I gotta get to work, Captain, if you don't mind."

"Sure. Get going. I'm going to check on Mason and Jason."

"Good. I don't like how ArkAngel split us up so far apart, but I especially hate him placing Jason with Jagged and his team. I very much disagree and hate that guy. Careful around him and be careful with trusting him with Jason. I have a badddd feeling about that guy." Keegan warned, walking off.

"Yeah, that's how I feel about everything here, except multiply it by a thousand." Muttered Connors.

...

Connors sneezed. Lieutenant Crystal Price's barracks, garage, and quarters smelled strongly of different types of fumes, all stinging his nose. "Mason?"

"Yeaah, he's out with Spitfire and her elites." A soldier rolled out from under a tank, lying on his back. He wiped his grease-covered hands on his uniform, a wrench in one hand, a turret round sitting on his chest.

"What's their ETA coming back?"

"Eh, dunno. Blowfights can take a few minutes or few hours. Once it lasted for a whole day... Right." The soldier stopped his story after catching Connors' leveled look. "Okay, well, contacts out of the question till they get back."

"They are out of the base and perimeter checks without radio contact?" Connors spoke so softly the soldier took a second to register what he had said.

"Um, yes sir, but for good reason." the Soldier intervened. "Blowfights are quite dangerious."

"What the HELL are blowfights?" Snapped Connors, starting to lose his temper. "There should be no reason for them to be out of radio contact."

The soldier rolled back under the tank. "Well, for starters, they take out new explosives they put together and sample some from the batch. Big boom." The soldier chuckled.

Connors was tempted to shove the jack holding the tank up out from under it. "Continue, please, sir, it's not like I'm waiting." Connors growled sarcastically.

"Ouch. Okay. Blowfights follow afterwards. In the heat of the explosions, Spitfire has her elite fight. Hard strikes, full force, everything. Just no serious injuries and no kill strikes. Gets them used to fighting in dangerious situations. They're testing out their chemical warfare, or I'd tell you the coordinates for where to find them."

"Chemical warfare?" Connors spat, unbelieving. "You guys are stuck here and creating chemicals for warfare?! Explosives?!"

"Yeaah. You'd be amazed at what stuff you could find here. And the stuff we get from the Covies. We dissect their ammo casings and man, it's so cool. The chemical bonds, the ingredients, mixing their atoms and then taking them apart to create a new boom." The soldier laughed, but it was hollow. "But it has its price, that's for sure."

"Soldier." Connors grit out. "I'm sure it's all very interesting. But I simply want to see my Lieutenant. So if you please, find out how I can contact him to check and make sure everything's well on his arse."

"Geeze loupease, man, you like babysit your men?" The soldier rolled out again, this time with an active mine in his hand, replacing the wrench.

Connors took a quick step back.

"Hey, don't worry about this sucker." The soldier chuckled. "It's active, true, but the wiring's bad. Saved us a tank 'cuz some wannabe baddass Covie miner tried to create a bomb." He stood, tossing the mine, which had begun to flash, on a nearby table.

"HEY." Connors bolted for the soldier, tackling him to the floor behind the tank.

"What the-" The soldier grunted in pain as he hit the floor, but the noise was drowned out by a sonic explosion from the mine.

Connors' ears rang, and he rolled off the soldier, gasping for breath. His vision swam for a second before focusing. He stood up slowly, glancing at the soldier.

"Huh. Coulda sworn that thing was a dud." The soldier shrugged. "Oh well. Thanks man." He jogged, JOGGED, to the table, which was now in pieces.

"Ho... how did that not affect you?" Connors gasped out. He blinked, hard, still getting his bearings. He was a Spartan. How did the soldier...? Connors left the thought unfinished.

The soldier stared at him with confusion, then understanding flooded his face. "Oh. You mean the shock wave. Yeah, I was one of Spitfire's elites for a while. That's what Blowfighting does to you. Most explosions not containing actual booms don't usually affect us. Some with simply side affects, nothing like you've just experienced." His face shadowed. "However, does have side effects to this training. Some can't handle doing it often, and it screws with their heads." At Connors unflinching gaze, he continued. "See, the shock waves and concussions and waves of any type we train with injure us. Hurts our heads, if you will. And when we keep training, it doesn't allow that stuff to heal. Makes us literally invincable to some bombs. However, too much of it can hurt you seriously. That's why I'm off the elites. At least for awhile. I had some ear ringing, but nothing major. When it hurts like it does you, that's when I know I'm mostly healed and can head back to train for it again for awhile. Honestly, it's a sketchy answer, but I'm no damn medic, so that'll have to do. It's how I understand it and how it was told to me." He shrugged. "Good enough?"

"Yes. I guess." Connors shook his head. "Wow. You're worse than the damn ODSTs."

"haha Not a chance, Spartan. They truly are crazy as heeell" The soldier chuckled. "At least we don't do those stupid drops they do. We fight according to plan."

"In crazy ways." Connors agreed. He rubbed his ear again quickly, wincing as the ringing slowly faded. "No alarms go off?"

"Nope. ArkAngel disabled them for Spitfire's sector. Said we set it off too much. See the cam in the corner?" The soldier pointed to the far wall.

Connors nodded. The camera was hardly noticeable. "Those are everywhere, but hardly noticeable."

"Yep.. We have our own security monitor. When an explosion sounds, our control rooms lock on our cam, check us out, make sure we're alive, and let us be. Usually the blasts aren't loud enough to get past these doors and walls, but once in awhile, people walking through the tunnels can hear them." The soldier shrugged, wiping his hands on his chest again.

Connors noticed his name was blacked out by soot. "Got a name?"

"Oh. Yeah. Griggs is my name, Captain. I'm Spitfire's right hand." Griggs shook Connors' hand before turning to the warthog. "Alrighty, nice talking to you, but I gotta get to work. See you around?"

"Yeah, see you, Griggs." Connors turned, opening the door and walking in the tunnels towards Levi's. "What an interesting day." He muttered to himself.

...

"So where can I find this Jagged fellow?" Connors set his food tray down lightly next to Levi's.

Levi shook his head, mouth full. "You don't want to mess with him, Spartan. He's a mean one, totally devoted to ArkAngel and himself. Scarey he's higher up on the chain than others, actually. He's third in command. Stryker, Hesh, then him. Anyway, why you want to see him?"

"He's in charge of my youngest, Jason Beckett." Connors growled, anger rising. "And I don't like the fact they're both hot-headed and hate each other. It's not right to have them together." Connors flicked his food around his plate. "Honestly, Beckett's the one I'm most worried about. He's young, eager, and not talking to Mason anymore. Those two were closer than dirt when we came here. Since ArkAngel split us up, he's not been talking to us much. Well, REALLY talking. Like he used to. He's quiet, and for a Spartan, that's usually bad, with the exception of Keegan." Connors threw his fork down, exasperated. "I should have never agreed to let ArkAngel do to us as he saw fit."

"Why'd you do it then?" Levi asked, swallowing.

"Because at the time it seemed like the right thing to do. Show we weren't dangerous to you all. Hell, you guys weren't even supposed to be here. We were informed with different people and locations than what we ended up with." Connors picked up his fork again.

"Connors, chill a bit. You're clearly agitated, and it annoys my men." Levi took another mouthful, chewing thoughtfully. "Why were you guys here in the first place?"

Connors darkened. "Following up on some leads." He dropped his fork and finally pushed his tray away from him on the table. Men walking to different tables watched him shove it away and glared at him. Connors gave them a death glare right back.

"Eh, guess it's none of my concerns but it would make defending you and trusting you a bit more easier." Levi swallowed again, his adam's apple bobbing non-chalantly.

Connors glared at him. "Fine. Asshole. I hear you tell this to anyone but Stryker and ArkAngel, I'll flay you." He took a swig of the mineral water the cooks had on hand. "We were assigned to check out a lead that a few higher-up prophets of the Covenant were to be meeting here with an Elite commander; mind you, a personal enemy of myself and a few other Spartans. It was too good of a lead to let go, having four targets in one place. Granted, tough terrain, but nothing ONI didn't think we could handle. Well, I couldn't handle, anyway. ONI almost didn't think the prophets would be here, but I'm a suicide killer. I'm given the missions they don't expect most to come back from. Unfortunately, some idiot in high command from the old golden glory days won't die and let someone who is younger and experienced in today's wars take over and make new rules of engagement."

Levi snorted, coughing on his food. "Blasphemy. I want more. Keep talking." He took another mouthfull of food, eyeing Connors for an explanation.

"Smart arse." Connors growled, corner of his mouth lifting in a small smirk. "Rules of engagement for us Spartans: Those in Special Forces and with BlackOut training must be accompanied by a squad of at least four. I managed to get away with three others this time because I required stealth to get behind security, if the prophets did show. Normally, however, I'd have Marines and a Spartan or two. They never all come back." Connors distanced out for a second, his mind elsewhere, before coming back. "That's why my lieutenant and I weren't so close at first. We'd just met 27 hours before."

Levi shook his head, scraping up the last of his food. "Why here? Why did the prophets chose here? What's so special about this godforsaken place?"

"That, our intel wasn't clear on. The Covenant believes something is here, something that's been hidden for a great many years. They just have to find it, activate it, and the great journey will begin again."

"But they can't do that, right? Master Chief has the key. He took it." Levi took his last bite, wiping his face with a napkin.

"In a way, that's true. John showed us how to obtain the keys to the halo rings themselves to keep them from activating. However, we don't know everything the Forerunners did. And the tunnels, buildings, and whatever else was deemed dangerious or part of the activation process was buried into the dust. Which was why it surprised me when you all brought us to this place." Connors sat back, stewing on his own words.

"I can see why. We didn't know they purpously closed all those tunnels down." Levi toyed with his knife. "This place would be a lot bigger. Some of the tunnels were collapsed, but we saw no signs of man-made explosives. More like something was hiding and collapsed the walls to hide. We did try drilling through to the other side of the tunnels that were filled in, but it was too thick. We figured old age or something."

"There had to be signs of some sort of bomb." Connors mused. Something about no evidence of explosives made him suspicious. But why... He couldn't figure that one out.

"So did the prophets show up? And that Elite?" Levi asked, bringing Connors back to the present.

"Yes and no. The Elite was waiting for us, and we had to retreat. We managed to kill two of the prophets, but they weren't the ones we wanted. They knew we were coming and planned a counterstrike to match our offensive. Like I said, this Elite was a personal enemy for a good reason." Connors eyes darkened. "Somehow again they knew we'd be there."

"They've stopped you before, I take it."

"Yes. Quite a few times. Me, especially. This Elite thwarts ONI and me on numerous occassions. Killed more than his fair share of good soldiers. And they don't even need to be there in the first place." Growled Connors.

Levi shook his head. "Messed up, man. Messed up." He murmured as he rose. "Enough. Come on. It's a good time to hit the mats with my guys when we're mad. Makes 'em have to work extra hard to last a solid few minutes." He downed his coffee. "And makes the food settle. Come on, Capt, after I'll show you to Jagged's quarters."

Connors nodded in agreement, picking up their trays. The mess area was actually a refurbished barracks, with a kitchen, and assembly-style serving system for the men. The tables were crude at the most, but not bad for being strewn together. Connors dumped the trays, surprised at how many men showed up for chow. "Never get used to how many Marines are actually here." He commented, jogging next to Levi.

"Hell yeah." Huffed Levi. "We're gonna show those assholes who tried to skewer us a thing or two next time we run into them." He turned a corner, slowing his pace a little. "But yes, there's quite a few of us left. Scouts were able to return to the FOB, or Conta, and grab the supplies and shit we left behind. Food, most of the ammo, easy to grab. Some of the big stuff though... All those mongooses... Skorpians... ROCKET LAUNCHERS...Working ODST Drop Shuttles..." Levi almost drooled as he slowed to a walk. "Anyway. Most of that stuff was taken by the group that attacked us. Dunno where there went with it though." He stopped at a door, swiping his palm over the keypad in a serious of motions before the door opened with a click.

"A passcode? For what?" Connors rolled his eyes.

"Um... Stuff. And no, I won't tell you the keycode." Levi blushed. "I let the guys make it up." He snapped at Connors' amused face, ending the conversation. He led the way down a hallway with doors on both sides. "My office is always at the very end if you need me. Besides that, rooms, bunks, garages, and our hangar are in the other doors; you can explore later. Right now though, we're late for mat time."

"Who are we fighting?" Connors blinked as the doorway they entered cast a bright light on them.

"Tiny, Brock, and Chewy, and the men under their command." Levi responded cheerfully.

"You and me?"

"Nope. Just you."
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Connors flung the man's body across the mats, where he landed with a satisfying thud. Connors turned towards the remaining two. "Who's next?"

A small, wirery one stepped forward, a smirk on his face. "You, Spartan. We take down thugs like you for breakfast."

"Take me down first, Tiny, gloat later." Connors muttered, dodging the blow Tiny rewarded him with. He grasped just behind Tiny's wrist with his right, and pulled his arm straight, then used his left to push above Tiny's elbow and twirl him into an arm bar takedown. The fight was over within a few seconds. "Who's next?" Connors asked, getting bored. "Tiny, I just performed the most basic of all basics in self defense. Don't gloat next time. You're gonna miss breakfast."

"Brock, Chewy, you two face me and Bowerman." Levi jerked his head towards Connors, ordering him off the mats. "Givin' you a rest, Connors. Besides, you're taking my men down too quickly. Give 'em a chance." Levi pulled on his gloves, walking out on the mats, a younger soldier stepping next to him, supposedly Bowerman.

"Alright, Bowerman. Time for your punishment for the Scrabble game you cheated on." Sneered one of the men they were facing.

"Let's go, Chewy. I'm more worried about your handler." Bowerman chuckled, readying himself. "Least he can spell."

"Enough. You gents know the rules. Fight!" Levi held his hands up, eyes glancing every so often to this Chewy fellow, but always trailed back to Brock.

Connors crossed his arms in front of him. Apparantly this Brock knew how to fight, according to Levi and Bowerman's eyes. He turned his attention to Brock himself. He wasn't a overly big guy per say, but by no means small, either. He held his hands higher than the others did, protecting his eyes and upper face, slightly curling his upper torso, giving him a bigger powerzone. He expertly watched all three men, not just his two opponents, eyes gleaming in expectation, not fear nor excitement. *He's ready for a fight and already playing out the outcome.* Connors thought to himself. *He's playing to win no matter what.*

Levi surprised him and struck first, aiming for Chewy, faking, and following it up with a left-handed backswing. It worked, catching Chewy off-guard and forcing him to stagger backwards, shaking his head to clear it.

Bowerman shoved Levi back, out of the way of Brock, who, like a whirlwind, flew in to strike from behind. Levi rolled, jumping back up to face Brock. "Back-to-back." He ordered quietly to Bowerman. "Switch when needed."

Bowerman nodded, facing Brock first, his back to Chewy. He blocked a blow, striking with his steeltoed boots, gaining a grunt of surprise and then pain from Brock.

Levi already left the defensive and was pummelling Chewy, who was rapidly falling back, his face already bruised and slightly bloody.

Connors smirked. Levi was in for a rude awakening. Chewy was not who he should've been focusing on.

Levi finished off Chewy with a final shove off the mats, sending the man sprawling. "Give Gov'na?" Levi said mockingly, a grin on his face.

"Give." Chewy croaked the words out.

"Colli-" Bowerman's shout for assistance was cut off midsentence. Levi spun around, barely missing the fist aimed for his mouth. Brock moved fluidly, never spending more than half a second in any position, expertly deflecting and evading blows. However, he was unable to land them. Bowerman was on the ground, cradling his face, which had blood pouring from it.

Connors helped him off the mats, surprised to see tears the ODST soldier's eyes. "You crying?" He asked incrediblously. Bowerman gave him a glare, shaking his head as he walked off with another ODST. Connors shrugged, turning back to the fight, but it was over. Levi was shaking Brock's hand, neither on the floor.

Levi walked off the mats. "Tie. Called it. Was taking too long." He explained quietly. "I don't know how much longer we both could have gone anyway." He breathed deeply, catching his breath.

Connors shrugged. "Your ODST Bowerman was crying." He said with amusement.

Levi chuckled. "Poor chap. Believe me, he isn't by choice. Brock's the best hand-to-hand combat specialist in the bunch. He uses pressure points like you and I breathe. I just focused too much on Chewy and not enough on Brock, unfortunately for Bowerman, who undoubtly tried his best. But once Brock gets a hit in, all he needs is one." Levi wiped his face with a towel given from a soldier. "Oh well." He sucked in a breath. "Ouch. Alright. Let me go get myself cleaned up, and we'll head over to Jagged's quarters. He may or may not be there, I don't know. We'll see."

"Fine." Connors nodded. "But I'm not letting this go till I see my Spartan."

...

Unlike the rest of the tunnels and networks of the underground base, Jagged's section was quite primitive. Torches lines the sides, giving a ghastly glow to everything the light reached. shafts of light came from holes in the ceiling, which was simple dirt. Everything was slightly muddy and musty.

"Wonderful conditions down here." Connors muttered crossly, shaking a glob of mud from his boot.

"Yeah, Jagged specifically asked for this part of the base. Why, I don't know. He must think it'll make his men tougher or something." Levi huffed, rolling his eyes, displaying what he thought of the third lieutenant's choices.

"You aren't exactly one to talk, Lieutenant Collins."

Connors face turned to stone as he tensed, watching a soldier step out of a doorway leading to darkness.

Levi glared at the man. "Watch it, soldier. Where's Jagged?"

"Why do you need to know?" The soldier stepped into the light, and it was Levi's turn to darken.

"Sergeant Katarah." He spat, keeping his hands close to his sidearm.

Connors almost wish he had his with him. At least his knives, which he had thoughtlessly left behind to avoid confrontation with nervous and trigger-happy Marines during chow. "I need to speak with your lieutenant." Connors broke in, fighting to keep his voice neutral. "I'm checking up on my Spartan under his command at the moment."

Sergeant Katarah smirked, crossing her arms as she leaned against the doorframe. "He's fine. He's with Lieutenant Jagged." Her smug face dared them to ask the obvious.

"So where the hell is he!?" Roared Levi, rage on his face. "I outrank you, Katarah, and you've pushed me too much. Tell me or I will hurt you before I report you to ArkAngel."

"You'd hit a lady? Harsh, Collins." Katarah shrugged, blinking. "What would Spitfire think?"

Levi tensed, struggling to control himself. "Sergeant Katarah." He said softly, his tone deadly. "Tell me where Jagged is and get the fuck outta our way. And leave LIEUTENANT Price out of this."

Connors moved quietly next to Levi. "Cool it. She's itching for a fight. Don't give it to her. For whatever reason."

"Whatsa' matter, Collins? Spartan telling you what to do now?" Katarah stood, bracing herself for an attack, smiling cruelly, her dark eyes sparkling.

"You're no lady, Katarah." Spat Levi. "You're an immature FNG who can't obey senior officers and those in command." He took a step forward, shaking off Connors' hand when he reached to hold him back.

"Go on. Draw you're weapon. Let's do this. Right now. End it, Collins. Let's see who's quicker." Goaded Katarah, and only then did Connors notice her own pistol on her right side.

"Don't push me, Sergeant." Growled Levi, anger thickly lacing his voice. His hand trembled, anticipation and hatred pushing him to fight.

"What the hell is this? A Western standoff?" A new voice snarled. One Levi knew well.

Connors huffed as another person, followed by more shadows, stepped out of another doorway farther down.

"Sergeant Katarah, is this any way to treat guests?" The owner of the voice stepped forward, voice suddenly silky as he eyed Connors with snakely interest.

"Jagged." Levi bit out. "If you don't control your sergeant, one of this days, I'm gonna kill her."

"That a threat to your own commanding officer's own right hand?" Jagged faked innocence and surprise in his voice. "Why, Levi Collins, I would have to report you myself. Court martial would surely ensue. Besides, she's simply excited to see newcomers. Isn't that right, Katarah?" He didn't wait for a response, and Katarah didn't give one. He imidiately turned to Connors. "Well, Captain. Why are you here?"

"He's here to see me, I expect." A familiar voice entered the fray.

Connors gazed past Jagged till it landed on Jason, who walked towards them into the light. "Captain." He greeted him coldly.

"Jason." Connors responded, alarm shooting through him, but he refused to let it show. "You okay?"

"Never better, Sir." He replied smoothly, eyeing Levi with disgust. "What did you want?" He returned his eyes to Connors.

"Bringing you back to join up with Lieutenant Garret." Levi broke in, still angry. "Let's go, Spartan. Stryker's orders."

Connors wisely kept his mouth shut to the outright lie. Stryker didn't even know he'd been talking to his men.

"Bullshit." Jagged called the bluff coolly. "He would have told me otherwise."

"Split second decision. Garret needs some help in a certain subject. Classified, of course." Levi responded.

"Besides, I'm doing fine here, Captain." Jason said, his eyes glinting in the flickering firelight. He shifted, and Connors noticed tattoos and markings snaking down his neck outside his armor. "Besides, I fit in well." He shifted closer to his right. Closer to Katarah, Connors noticed grimly as she snuck an arm around his armored waist and tugged him closer with a seductive smile.

"Jason, I don't honestly care. We're doing what ArkAngel says for now until I figure out a way how to get out of here." Connors snapped, losing his patience, his alarm at Jason's attitude and response towards him growing. "Let's go."

"He's not leaving, Spartan." Jagged growled, stepping towards him. "I specifically asked for him, from ArkAngel. The only way to get him back is from ArkAngel's own mouth. And I don't think you'll be getting that." A knowing look passed over his face. "Oh. You didn't know, did you? Tsk Tsk, Levi, you've been withholding secrets from our new friend here? Shame. I bet he'd like to know that ArkAngel's been spying on him. It was especially interesting to know he's been seducing Lieutenant Brodey, as well, poor girl. I wonder how others will respond to her authority now? Especially her own men? Her Best friend, Spitfire? The entire base? I don't think anyone with trust her now. Never mind treat her as a lieutenant anymore." He shook his head in mock sorrow. "So what shall it be, Captain? Your Spartan, or Lieutenant Brodey?"

Connors gritted his teeth, clenching his fists tightly.

"Perhaps one of the hothead smucks under her might even severely injure or possibly even kill Miss Brodey, knowing she's fallen for a Spartan who attacked us." Jagged dug even deeper, eyes locked on to Connors' fearlessly. "It'd be shame, once the word got out."

Levi stood, his face pale. "Connors. It true? You've gotten that involved with her?"

"Oh dear. Looks like someone else knew, Sir." Katarah murmured smugly to Jagged. "And one of our own."

"Damn right, my dear. Lieutenant Levi, that shakes your own position. Are you really willing to risk your position on a Spartan?"

Levi lowered his gaze, looking away.

Connors bit his lip. "You threaten Brodey again, I'll kill you, Jagged. You threaten any assest to me, I'll fillet you. You keep my Spartan, you'll wish you were dead, but you won't be. Not for a long, long time, when I'm done with you."

"Oh knock it off, Connors."

Connors gaped at Jason, the disgust lacing his corporal's voice surprising and hurting him. "Jason-"

"Don't 'Jason' me, Connors!" Shouted Jason, wrapping an arm around Katarah's shoulders. "You never cared whether I lived or died! You didn't care about me at all. I saw how you looked at me. Wishing I'd given up and stayed on the StarBright, just because you thought I'd mess things up because I was the youngest. Well, I didn't. And now I'm here, being treated like the soldier, the Spartan, I truly am. I'm appreciated for my talents, my skills. And I'm no longer Corporal, Connors. I'm Staff Sergeant Beckett of Delta Team under Lieutenant Jagged. I'm staying. And you can't do a damn thing." He whispered the last sentance, his grin growing as he turned away. "Tell the old fart Mason I said hello and stay the hell outta my way."

Connors didn't reply. He stood quietly, subdued, without emotion, watching Jason and his apparent girlfriend walk away, the shadowy soldiers around him turning away with them. Only Jagged remained, Levi moving restlessly behind Connors.

"Connors, let's go. We need to get back to my men." Levi broke the silence softly.

Connors flinched, turning on his heels. He refused to glance back, but he could feel Jagged's victorious smile scorching his back.

"Nice try, Spartan. But you won't beat me. I'll see to it."
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"Connors, I'm sorry. But I had to think of my men."

"You just threw me the fuckin' bastard." Connors whisper was cold. "You abandoned me, Lieutenant, and I don't like people I can't trust to have my back."

"Can't Trust?! Hell, Connors, I said befriend Brodey not fucking make her fall in love with you!" Sputtered Levi, anger sparking in his eyes.

"What has happened between me and Brodey is between her and me." Growled Connors. He followed Levi as far as the ODST's barracks, then stopped. He turned to the left, heading to his own barracks with his men. If they would be there.

"Connors! Where the hell do you think you're going?" Levi called after him. "ODSTs are this way!"

"It's apparent people aren't telling me what's going on here. And it's messing up my team. I'm going to get my gear and stop rolling over and doing tricks for some goddamn pack of Marines who don't have their heads on straight in a time of war and loss!" Roared Connors, too angry to speak any more.

"Connors, don't go to ArkAngel. Jagged will only make trouble for Brodey! He doesn't make idle threats!" Levi called after him, watching him go with a stony glare.

"Neither do I."

...

"Stryker. What the hell was ArkAngel thinking?" Connors stood before the first lieutenant, helmet in his hands. "Jagged's taken over my youngest Spartan, Jason. I can't control him. I can't talk to him, for christ's sake! What the hell did he do to my Spartan?!"

Stryker sat behind a desk in his own room, which was connected to another by a short hallway, which Connors had been told was ArkAngel's.

"I don't exactly know why ArkAngel chose Jagged to have Beckett. We both know Jagged's the most hothead and outraged Marine here. He musta thought it would've been good for him and his entire team, and the base, for crying out loud. Settled men down, knowing Jagged was giving you guys a chance." Stryker's face was emotionless, watching Connors carefully. "It's a good thing."

"NO, it's not." Connors gritted out between clenched teeth. "Jason used to hang on to ever word I said before we left our own central ship. Like a kid following a role model; that's how he treated me and Mason. Now he's disrespectful, hates me, and calls himself one of Jagged's men now. JAGGED'S. Not Mine. Not yours. Not ArkAngel's. Jaggeds. He's planning something. Somehow. And he's changing my Spartan. And I want him back."

"It sounds like you're just jealous someone stole your puppy dog." Stryker eyes him evenly. "Besides, I can't. It goes against ArkAngel's specific orders, Connors. You know how chain of command works." Stryker leaned back, observing Connors, crossing his arms over his chest. "Or have you forgotten?"

Connors slammed his helmet down with a sickening thud, his face dangerously close to Stryker's, who flinched slightly. "Let. Me. Speak. To. ArkAngel. Or. I. Will. Kill. Some. Hotheaded. Marines. Who. Think. They. Know. It. All. And. Shove. Their. Heads. Up. Their. Arses." He snapped out one word at a time, his voice cold. "I'm going to collect the rest of my men and be waiting in my barracks for him. We're not moving till he tells me what the hell is going on." With that, Connors spun on his heel and walked out, not waiting for a response. He slowed as he got farther from Stryker's room. Mason was still KIA, which only left him with Keegan, which wasn't all his remaining Spartans, but Stryker wouldn't know that.

...

Lieutenant "Gemstone" Sapphire Brodey grappled with one of her youngest soldiers, testing his injured leg. "Make sure you tell me if it starts to hurt. I don't want you taking longer to heal than possible, got it?" She flashed him a small smile to show she wasn't all that mean, and the young man smiled back and nodded.

"Got it, LT." He swung his hands into ready position.

"Alright. Time to test your abilities to the fullest. You'll get these two as backup against me."

"Ma'am? Me and Farley and Xnon could hurt you." The man looked truly concerned, so Sapphire decided not to hurt him too badly for that comment.

"Oh, don't worry about me. I brought my own friends." She smiled slyly, pulling out a small, thin device with two small buttons on the sides. She clipped it to her belt, then motioned Farley and Xnon on the mats. "Begin." With that, she pushed the device and she disapeared.

"You fucktard you had to tell her that." Snapped Foley, who was Sapphire's right hand. "Good going. Now we're all fucked." He and Xnon spread out making a rough, tight circle in the middle and slowly widening it. "Be ready to converge on the other when she strikes. Be ready, she'll hit hard and disappear. That cloaking device will deactivate for a split second or two when she makes contact with your face, so we have to move fast." He raised his hands then, to ready position, but was too slow. He keeled over, hugging his stomach, gasping from the punch.

"Who said I'd aim for your face, Forley?" She whispered in his ear before slipping behind him, entering the "clear" circle and watching Xnon and Curly hurry to Foley's side and swing at empty air.

"Told you." Wheezed Foley. "Lieutenant, do me a favor." He hesitated, seeing if she'd respond.

Sapphire smirked, but crossed her arms and stayed quiet.

"Don't do me a favor next time and pick me for extra PT." He straightened, backing up again, heading towards her, his back to her.

Sapphire smiled, watching his head sweep from side to side, looking for her, his body tense and ready for another hit. Except she'd be striking from behind. She stepped forward and went for a roundabout kick, but Foley quickly blocked with his arm and with his left hand grabbed her boot and pulled, dropping her. Curly leaped, going for a full body hold, but she rolled, twisting, forcing Foley to alter his grip in order to hang on to her. She then tucked her knees in, pulling Foley off his balance and towards her direction. She grunted as Xnon and Foley crashed together, hitting their heads together with some rough force, her foot caught between them with a painful twist. She jerked her foot free from a groaning Foley, who collapsed on the mat, holding his head and quite pale. Xnon shook, the force of the collision making him dizzy until he, too, collapsed, trying to steady himself. Only Curly was still on his feet, but he was breathing hard and look as if he was in pain.

"Alright, we're done." Sapphire reappeared, clicking off the device and sliding it back in her pocket, looking perfectly fine just as she did in the begining. "Well, Foley, Xnon, you two aren't rams. Get back to your regular duties when you're feeling better. Curly, let's get you back to your bunk to rest that leg. You probably shouldn't jump like that unless you can see the person you want to crush, or else you land expecting something to cushion your fall and nothing does. Overall, I'm impressed. You aren't that rusty even with all that time stuck in med bay." She said approvingly, noticing the growing respect in Curly's eyes.

"Yes Ma'am." He grinned, limping off slowly.

Sapphire smiled, unwrapping her hands from the cloth meant to protect them. A voice startled her, but she merely glanced up at the voice, not letting her surprise show. "Lieutenant Jagged." She greeted him coolly.

"Not bad, Lieutenant. You're keeping your men in shape." Jagged nodded towards them, approval in his eyes. "You're men are good, but it's nice to see the one in command is better." He strolled towards her, eyes elsewhere and unfocused.

"What do you want, Lieutenant? Excuse the bluntness, but it's not to often you higher-ups visit the quarters of another, especially one as low as me." Sapphire refused to take her eyes off him, but finished unwrapping her hands. Jagged seemed different, somehow. More reserved. Quiet. Dangerous. And it threw her off.

"I heard some rumors, and just wanted to check to see if they're true."

"I'll answer your question if you state the rumors."

Jagged chuckled. "Alright. Some say you like the Spartan Captain. That true?"

Sapphire rolled her eyes, but her body stiffened noticeable. She emmitted a harsh laugh. She shook her head, still laughing coldly. "Really, Jagged?" She said sarcastically. "That's the best you can do?"

Jagged shrugged, walking slowly and circling her, watching closely. "It's been moving around a lot."

"So I bet."

"So is it true?" Jagged paused, standing next to her, facing behind her.

"You tell me. Would I trust a that piece of shit, J? Would I risk my life, the life of men, and my heart over those who have taken so much from me?" She lowered her voice to a whisper, turning her head ever so slightly for her breath to tickle his ear. "If you, or anyone else, think I have, then I'll kill you myself. I refused to be insulted and brought so low as that and offended you would think I would forget all my family those machines have killed in order to complete the mission. Why do you think I'm the only Marine of my kind who gets her way and doesn't work with those fucks?" She smirked, eyes cold as she walked towards her room. "If you need any more rumors straightened out, Lieutenant, come find me in my barracks sometime. I'll help you out." She let her voice linger a little, a tiny bit of seductiveness in it, before shutting her barracks door with a sigh. She wiped her face with both hands, feeling drained.

"Wow. Didn't know you hated me so much. Was what I thought we had an act? Did you even listen to the crap you told me? Because apparently you don't believe it, so I don't need to either, even though I so desprately want to, Leiutenant."

Sapphire jumped, mouth open to scream. "WHAT. THE. FUCK! Can I not just get two conversations started that don't start with scaring the shit outta me!" She snapped, walking over and sinking onto her bunk, head in her hands.

Tyler leaned against another bunk, arms over his chest, his counternance stony.

"What's wrong, Tyler? You're in armor." Sapphire murmured quietly.

"Answer the damn question, Lieutenant. I'd hate to learn I can't trust you either."

"Tyler, it was an act. Jagged knowing I care for you could be used against me, and I'm protecting myself and my men."

Connors barked out a humorless laugh. "Right. An Act. A pretty damn good one, Sapphire. Almost too good." He glared at her.

"Tyler, stop acting like a child!" Sapphire stood up quickly, stomping over to him and thrusting her face next to his. "Want to know why it sounded so real?! Because it was. Every. . Was. Real. Until I walked in this room. I took advanced humans communications classes and a couple other psycololgy training before I was allowed to be in my department. It's required. In case we get compromised and captured and tortured for information. I'm trained to lie, Tyler, and lie well. I'm good at it. I believe it up to the point where the lie is no longer needed. So I'm sorry if you don't trust me enough to-"

Tyler cut her off with a kiss, deepening it as she moaned softly in response. After a long few minutes, she broke it for a breath.

"Now I'm confused." She said breathlessly.

Tyler smiled softly. "I believe you because it makes sense. I've heard of these training courses, I just didn't know you were required to take them. I opted out of them. Also, I'm sorry to be an asshole, but I had to know if I could truly trust you." His eyes fell downward, and his eyes actually glistened. "I don't know who I can trust anymore to follow my command, Sapphire. My men are seperated. Keegan was even hesitant to join me, even though he agreed in the end."

"Tyler, you're scaring me, love." Sapphire whispered. She hugged him quietly. "What happened?"

...

And Tyler told her. All his suspicions he'd felt the months they'd been here, the helplessness he'd felt at being ordered to do nothing while soldiers around him fought for their lives every day patrolling outside to keep hidden another day. Losing his men. Jason. Jagged. The tunnels. Lack of a variety of wildlife that should have been here, even though there was some in certain places. And the hopelessness he felt. A hopelessness he swore never to let happen again. He bared his very soul, it felt like, to Sapphire, not knowing when he'd get the chance to again. "I also missed the meeting with a certain Ash Shadows." He confessed, a flicker of rage crossing his face before dissapearing. "I simply forgot and got caught up in other things the past few days."

Sapphire bit her lip. "Tyler, I may know where you can find Shadows tonight." She snuggled closer to him, gazing up at the starlight. They had moved outside after Farley had walked in coming to find her. She'd quietly told him to trust Tyler, and her, and brought Tyler to her favorite place outside. The two suns had dissappeared, only a little light was left from the floodlights that were well hidden from the enemy skies.

Tyler shifted slightly on his back, his armor making it slightly uncomfortable to lay his head back."Where? How?"

"On the nights with the triple moons he visits Andy, or Lieutenant Garret. Only me and Garret know where to find him on certain nights." She explained, her voice low. "Shadows and Garret trade parts and fuels for their birds and the ship Shadow's trying to build. Supposedly."

Tyler rubbed her arm. "You don't think he's building one." He stated softly.

"No. I don't understand why he would if all we're supposed to do is kill him." Sapphire sighed. "Besides, one man, building a ship safe and sturdy enough to carry a few into space to go get help? It's hard enough repairing our grounded birds here, let alone build something. And to have Covenant parts? Tyler, do you know how big that ship will have to be?"

"Why didn't you guys just steal one?" Tyler murmured.

"Because we couldn't ever get close enough. Since ArkAngel trusts him, he doesn't question him when they fail a mission. And the only ones they fail is the ones where they are sent to get any Covie ship they can grab. Spaceworthy ones, anyway. And besides, some men, like Jagged, have accepted their fate. "

"And what's that?"

"That they won't ever get off this ring." Sapphire whispered. "The only thing that drives them now is power. And the only way to get it is to follow Jagged."
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"Hey Shadows."

At hearing his name, Ash Shadows, the ghost of man evading capture by many of ArkAngel's Marines and death by those who followed Jagged, whipped around, a wicked-looking knife aimed at the speaker's throat.

"Whoa. Just me." Rogue lifted his hands in the universal sign for surrender."Cool it, wouldja?"

Shadows relaxed visably, putting his knife away as he glanced around, checking that nobody saw the exchange.

Rogue climbed up next to him on the pelican's right wing, grunting as his hands missed a gripping point and he began sliding backward. Shadow's hand shot out and grabbed the cuff of his uniform sleeve, pulling him up while gripping his other hand with his free hand. "Not as young as I was before this hellhole." He wheezed glancing at Shadows, who was disguised as a corporal. Rogue turned, sitting down immidiately, feeling his chest constrict painfully.

Shadows watched him carefully. "You okay?" He asked, concern filling his eyes.

"Aye." Rogue's face paled, his hand pressed tight to his chest. "Just outta breath. It'll pass."

Every wheezing, tight breath seemed to hurt Shadows too as he watched his friend fight to breathe. Finally, Rogue's chest seemed to relax, and his airways became clearer. The pain slowly dimmed off his face. "What was that, old man?"

Rogue snorted. "Old Age. You'll get it someday."

Shadows chuckled. "I'll die before then, Rogue."

"Nah. I'll tell whoever plans to kill you that making you get old is worse than death."

"Haha remind me not to bring you into my final battle, whenever that day is." Shadows grinned. He plopped down next to his friend. "What's up? You don't usually come into Garret's domain; you're scared he'll get you airborne."

Rogue gave the younger man a cuff over the ears. "Smartass. Heard the Spartan was looking for you. Did he get ahold of you?"

"Rogue, cut me some slack. There's like a dozen of those fucking fellows. Which are you talking about, old-timer?"

"The captain, dimwit."

"Oh." Shadows shifted. "No, but I heard some disturbing things, Rogue. Is it true he and Brodey are hooking up? 'Cuz if they are, if ArkAngel catches wind..."

"He already knows." Rogue dismissed it with a wave of his hand. "His little spy told him."

"You ever gonna tell me who that is?"

"Heck no. I've taught you all I know. You can figure out, Ash."

Shadows laugh quietly. "Just like old times. Gonna time me on it?"

Rogue smirked. "If you haven't figure it out already, then no. You've already failed. But to a more serious note, I'm afraid Connors had a run-in with Jagged. And it didn't end well for him. His Spartan's one of Jagged's men now."

"Well, yeah, ArkAngel assigned him to him." Shadows replied, confused.

"He's following him, Ash." Rogue replied gently.

Shadows finched, his face pale. "Damn. Not good. What's his skills set?"

"Good spotter, decent with a rifle, handgun, knife. Quick to anger, though, and rash. Need to keep an eye out for him. He will be trouble if he sticks with Jagged." Rogue took a flask from his pocket and unscrewed the top, taking a swig. "Katarah has her hooks on him too." He added, after swallowing the liquid. He savored the lingering flavor, then passed it to Shadows.

Shadows sniffed it. "Brandy? Where'd you get this gold?" He took a sip, feeling the burning sensation of the stuff going down. "Decent, too." He took another sip before regretfully handing it back to Rogue. "Willing to trade the last few drops?"

Rogue huffed. "Not a chance. Only have a few of these darlings left from my ship."

"I miss mine." Shadows sighed. "I miss my crewmates. I know we gotta be tough and all that shit, Rogue, but I really miss the fucking boys." He glanced up at the top of the hangar, where a hologram of the night sky flickered.

"Faded Dreams' a good ship. Your crew good men. It's not wrong to miss them, Ash. We're all just men."

"Not all of us." Shadows replied quietly.

Rogue grimaced. "Do you plan on telling Connors?"

Shadows shook his head. "No. I see no reason to tell him."

"He may be more prone to call upon you for help if he knows. And for fuck's sake the guy could use a few more friends." Rogue muttered.

Shadows smirked. "Aye, I've heared about that." He was silent for a moment. "You really think Jagged wants to unleash the creature?"

Rogue shrugged. "It's my belief he wants to."

"But he idolizes ArkAngel. That'd go against his direct orders. He would be withholding valuable information." Shadows argued.

"True, but if he thinks he can reason with the Flood..." Rogue trailed off. "I have a few friends keeping tabs on him when they can but they haven't found out how he plans to make first contact. Unless its already been made, of course. Then they simply try to find the beast."

"And what does these Covie bastards have to do with all this? About us? I mean, I know they want us all dead, but just us Marines?" Shadows shook his head. "I haven't been able to find anything."

"I have." Rogue replied grimly. "Just know the Covies here think like Jagged: That the Flood can be reasoned with and become a possible ally."

"Is it true?" Shadows asked quietly. "I need to know, if there's any possibility..."

"No. The creature won't be allied with either of the fools. Why compromise when it can control everything?"

...

"Hurry up, it's not much farther, Tyler." Sapphire giggled, her eyes bright as she led the way down the deserted halls.

Tyler straggled along behind, savoring every detail of her. "You need to get out of those fatigues more often." He grinned, enjoying her embarrassed blush.

"Focus. We're here to find Shadows. Hopefully he's not gone yet." She added ruefully, thinking about poking him but knowing he probably wouldn't feel it through his armor. She stopped at a wide archway. "Here's Garret's domain. Or Andy. He's picky on who calls him who. You say Garret, I'll say Andy. Got it?"

Tyler smiled, eyes crinkling. "Ladies first."

Sapphire huffed in mock annoyance, leading the way past aircraft strapped down for the night. Shadows covered most of the hangar; a hologram of the night sky giving limited eyesight. She glided foreward slowly, raising her closed fist for a halt.

Tyler tenses, sensing someone near. "Sapphi-"

"Shh." She retorted quickly. "Andy, it's me, Sapphire." She called into the darkness. "Please don't shoot. I promise I'm not Jagged."

"Well, that's reassuring."

Tyler bit back a laugh as the man stepped out of the shadows of a Pelican. "You're Garret?"

Garret's gaze swept Tyler from head to toe. "So this is the Spartan, eh, Gem?" He shook his head. "Careful."

Tyler smirked, eyeing the man. Garret was by no means tall, only a few inches taller that Sapphire's 5'6", making Tyler, who was 7 ft. on the dot, look like a monster. Garret looked around the same age as he and Sapphire, but premature grey hairs speckled his neatly cut hair and trimmed beard. He was relatively pale, but muscles under his uniform chased away any thought of him being a weakling. "Yeah. I'm him."

Garret shook his head in disgust. "Right."

Sapphire rolled her eyes. "All right, testosterone rights reevaluated, lets continue. Andy, is our guest still here?"

"Yep. He's chilling with the Commander. Row 3, Skiff 4. She should be quiet this time of night, so you guys should be alone. Like normal, tonight's my night to patrol my hangars, so peace out Gems." Garret leaned in and stole a quick, light kiss on her cheek, flashed a glare at Tyler, and walked back into the shadows.

"Wow. Territorial, anyone?" Tyler muttered under his breath, then grunted as Sapphire elbowed him hard enough on his side so he could feel it through his armor. "What was that for?"

"For acting like I was yours." She chirped back, annoyed.

"But you are mine." Tyler grumbled, grinning as he heard Sapphire giggle softly as she led the way down the dark hangar.

"Ash." Sapphire stopped before a big Pelican, larger than normal. Shadows moved atop the wings, beckoning them up.

"Hey darlin', come on up." A playful voice responded, sounding young.

Tyler grimaced. "So help me if one more guy calls you a name reserved for me..." He gave her a leg up the wing first, following behind her. And came face-to-face with an almost 7 foot giant. He took a sharp intake of breath in surprise.

"This Captain Connors?" The giant of a man asked quietly, sobering up at the sight of him.

"Yeah, that's him." A familiar voice snipped in.

"Sergeant Rogue?" Tyler glanced at the older soldier sitting contentedly on the smooth suface of the pelican's wings.

"Yeah, it's me. Didn't think you'd ever show. Missed a coupla good meeting hours, my friend."

"Yes sir. Got busy." Tyler gave Sapphire, who siddled up next to him as he sat down, a smile.

The new face, apparently the mysterious Ash Shadows, paced before them. "This is a relative surprise, Rogue. Not a good one. What did you want, Captain?"

"Well, answers for one." Tyler responded, wrapping an arm around Sapphire's slim frame. "Who else knows you were or technically speaking still are a Spartan?"

Ash froze, cracking his knuckles, then continued pacing. "Look, Captain, long story, and I don't feel like sharing it."

"Huh?" Sapphire looked genuinely confused. "Was? What? Are? Rogue." She glanced at the man before staring at Ash. "He's not, right?"

Rogue shrugged. "Dramatic kids." He muttered crossly.

Tyler's eyes hardened. "Shadows, I assumed I'd be dealing with a Marine gone rogue. No pun intended." He added hastily to Rogue. "But here I'm seeing a fellow Spartan. It's actually one of the better sights I've seen on this blasted ring."

Ash sighed. "Look, I'm not a Spartan, Captain. And if you want info, better ask because the suns are coming up soon and I need to git before anyone awakens and switches patrols."

"Okay, fair enough. Why haven't you and Sapphire met since I've gotten here? I mean, I thought she'd know right where to find you, yet I've only heard of you meeting here."

Ash grimaced. "Since the Spartan attacks, a price's on my head for sure. The only place I could go without worries is Garret's domain. Sure, he's not the highest ranking lieutenant out there, but he is the only lieutenant with total air command if needed. So usually he's left alone, especially by Jagged. Sapphire's good and all, but Jagged sees no reason to fear her. So I had to meet here."

"Did you have anything to do with the Spartan attacks? Any idea who ordered it? Do you have any way of getting off this ring?"

Ash chuckled humorlessly. "Guess I expected these questions." He exhaled, looking troubled. "Yes, Rogue and I both know who ordered the strikes."

"Strikes? I thought there was only one?" Tyler cut in quickly.

"Yes, on the Marines here." Ash responded. "However, this may sound far-fetched, but please pay attention. They have also attacked me and my small band of merry me- ah, soldier-warriors." He ammended. His gaze flicked away from Tyler's.

"You're band? Why?"

"Because my Elites and I know the truth. That's why they turned against their Covenant and Beliefs to help fight to keep whats buried, buried."

Tyler huffed. "Elites? So you are a tratior."

"No. And don't imply that again, Captain. But before I leave, let me finish. The attacks were ordered by Palmer's commander, Commander Harry Leper." Ash spat towards the ground. "Bastard. Anyway, he had his protoge infultrate ArkAngel and his band while they were stationed here. Then he slipped the coordinates of the base and supplies to Covie intelligence fucktards already here."

"But why?" Tyler looked angry. Real angry.

"Because Leper wants to use what's on this planet as a weapon. What he didn't plan on was Jagged falling for ArkAngel as his new personal hero. He screwed stuff up, like normal. Anyway, when Jagged learned of his formor mentor's plans to kill ArkAngel in the attack and make him first lieutenant under one of his older, more experience captains, he balked. Refused to aid the Spartans, led by Palmer. She was supposed to be the death blow to ArkAngel. Leper thought it would be kinda ironic. But Jagged kinda screwed up the plans and in a way, saved ArkAngel. Since they failed to kill ArkAngel, they didn't worry about coming back; they just focused on me and my men for awhile." Ash swallowed hard. "I know this is hard to believe, but it's true."

"What is so goddamn important on this ring?" Tyler snapped angrily, straightening.

"It's called the Flood."

Everyone jumped at the sound of the new voice, all except Rogue. He just sighed. "Logan, you need to tell him. Even if you don't want to believe Ash, you need to tell Connors about why you're really here. Why he's fighting for you. What you're fighting for."

Stryker glared at him. "Shadows, meet us tonight at checkpoint A at 00 hundred hours. Got it? Now scram before I call up a few Marines." His dark eyes flitted to Tyler. "Brodey, Connors, in my office ASAP. Rogue" He glanced at the older Marine. "I want you to check over Brodey's men for a bit, as well as Falcon's and, as much as you hate to admit it, Garret's men. Then join them in meeting Shadows. Stick with them. I trust you to bring them back safely. I'm sure all the right-hands of lieutenants can keep a pretty good rein on their teams while they're gone. And they'll be gone for a while. Along with the Captain."
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"Stryker, what the hell is going on?" Connors paced in front of Logan, who sighed. He had led them to his person quarters instead of his office.

"Have you ever heard of the Flood?" Logan asked quietly. "Differing from the popular veiw of soldiers anywhere in the UNSC, we managed to keep a lot of what happened with Master Chief and the Flood top-secret. We had to. Panic universal would have erupted. Besides that, it wouldn't have helped. We didn't have time to send for any more help from Spartans." He sank on his bed, which was, surprisingly, a queen-sized bed.

And for some reason, that infuriated Sapphire Brodey. "Where the Hell did you get this bed? Do You REALIZE the cots most of us sleep on? Or how our living conditions are?" She snapped, then realized her breach of authority. She stepped back and lowered her head. "Apologies, Sir." She murmured quickly.

Logan grimaced. "It's forgotton, Brodey. I didn't agree with the comforts Lucas set up here either, but he insisted." He breathed deeply. "This is extremely hard for me to talk about, Captain, and Sapphire. So I apologize myself if I seem to draw this out."

Connors' taunt face softened slightly. "Continue, Logan. Please." He added softly.

Logan pinched the bridge of his nose, resting his elbows on his knees. "What seems like centuries ago, I lived on a farming ring created by the Forerunners. Of course, then, we didn't know much about these rings, because very few were known to us then, and the ones that were found were instantly converted into farming regions, because of the rich soils, able to produce ten times more than regular soil on Earth or elsewhere. That's where I was born. Raised. My sister-" His voice broke considerable, and he cleared his throat several times before continuing. "My sister, Cassie, joined the UNSC a couple years before I could. Lucas also left before I could, as his dad was a ranked officer and could afford to send him to the Corbulo Military Academy of Science. One day, my mother and I were outside, tending to our own fields, when the ground shook considerably. Everything was moving. We could barely keep standing. That's when we saw It."Logan swallowed hard, his face deathly pale.

Sapphire slowly walked towards him, kneeling down and grasping one of his hands for support.

Connors himself knelt down to eye level, waiting patiently for Logan to continue.

Logan's well-built frame began to tremble, his eyes glassing over in memories. "It tore out of our underground system, revealing a gaping crater we had never known about. We didn't know how it got there, or how it even got out, or why that day, but once it was out, all hell broke loose. It ripped people apart, then built them back together, their grostique bodies oozing slime and saliva. It was horrible. Then it noticed us. My mother and I. And Horatio. He was my big brother, who had come back from war to help with the farm. He and Cassie were so close... Horatio was nowhere to be found at the time, he had gone to the village. My mother and I couldn't move when It came forth, we were so scared. I was very different back then..." He trailed off silently, then blinked forcibly and continued. "He had come back to get us, Horatio did. To warn us, and help us escape. Somehow, we ended up running. Towards our village, towards the grounded ships. But IT was everywhere. With little beasts flying at us, with tenticle-like arms reaching for us, their mouths lined with teeth. One got my mother. I never saw her alive again. The beast was still following us, when we reached a ship. Horatio knew the code. And I, I was a coward. I couldn't do anything but run away when I saw it take my mother." Logan's chin quivered, and his vacant eyes weld with tears. "Once we got in the ship, Horatio was fighting to gain control of the ship's mainframe to keep the monster out. But he couldn't. Once that beast gets new civilizations, its knowledge expands, and it can control anything with a mainframe because it can understand it, control it, widened its power. So it got into the ship. I don't remember much after that, besides Horatio getting caught by the Monster itself. It took its time making him scream while I huddled in the corner, terrified and afraid like a coward. Then it turned for me. I swore it was chuckling at my terror. But I was so terrified. It's ironic, really, fear is the strongest memory of that place. But anyway, that's when Cassie came back. She and Rogue somehow got me out of there. I don't remember how." Logan took a giant gulp of air as if he hadn't been breathing before. "That's when I first learned about it. It would eat everything. And make zombies, what we always used in horror stories, turn real. It would destroy us all. So, I trained with the UNSC, with a special ops team, with Cassie and Rogue's group. And After awhile, we relaxed a bit. The Flood was contained on the ring. For now. How stupid we were to think it couldn't escape the ring." He shook his head slightly, his hands covering his face. "It was just biding its time. It sent out ships. Unmanned ships. We couldn't explain what was going on. That's when Cassie and our team was called back. We had to strike and blow the creature up. We could destroy all the workers but we needed to destroy the queen, the alpha, the mind controling them all. And since we knew the territory, we were to go."

"It went south." Connors broke the silence that had fallen over them.

"Yes. Horribly so. We found out soon enough, that our explosives were not enough. Didn't even leave a mark on that bastard's body. Not Nearly enough. And when we tried to leave, the Flood had already take over our ship's mainframe and navigation systems. As well as our AI unit, Jacob. All was destroyed on that ship. So we were stuck on that ring. And then Cassie left. She had to end this all, clear up the mystery, figure out what had caused all of this. Even though she knew she would die if she went. But she had to know. She's probably the only living creature in the world that knows how the Flood got out in the first place besides the Flood itself. But she did what any leader would do for her team, she got us a ride off the ring. With her special coordinates given only to the leader in case the team was ever compromised. Then she left. She left me, she left the team... She left Rogue, who had proposed to her the start of the war. She always told him 'Not yet, but soon'. And she never came back." Logan cut himself off. "Anway, that's the Flood, and that's my life story, at least the part I can share. When it comes to the bed, ArkAngel made me get some men to make something up, due to my haunted nights. And I have to admit, I can at least stay asleep most of the night." Logan admitted slowly, rubbing his neck. "Back to the Flood. It's here. Definately here. The Forerunners had several rings, so it wasn't too much of a shocker to find traces of a similar experiment to that of the Flood. So a team was sent to destroy any way of getting to that underground cavern to where it is contained. Of course, it was connected to these tunnels, but it led even deeper than we could have ever thought. But we managed to blow the tunnels before it could escape. It helped it was confused, disoriented, and also covered itself up with the falling debris in an attempt to protect itself. But what makes it so dangerous now is that some believe that it can be reasoned with, made into an ally."

"Can't it?" Sapphire asked, sitting down on her backside and leaning back against Connors, facing Logan. "It can think, right?"

"Yes. So why wouldn't it think of why it couldn't just take over the humans and universe itself instead of allying itself and limiting its own personal growth and power? It doesn't need our help. It needs substinance. Food. To keep growning. And our bodies, mind and soul give it that nourshment." Logan sighed, looking more normal.

"Who wants to find it?" Connors asked.

"Jagged, for one. Thinks it'll give him brownie points with Lucas. The Covies that are on this ring."

"Why doesn't ArkAngel know about this?" Sapphire asked, standing up with Connors.

"Because I'm afraid he just might be desperate enough to listen to Jagged and try to reason with the beast."

"Wait, how does Jagged know about it?" Connors snarled.

"Because I wanted a soldier with his experience with me when I came here to set the charges." Logan growled. "I didn't know he had other idea at the time."

"So what did you want with us?" Sapphire interjected.

"I want you to disappear with Shadows for awhile." Logan replied. "I've heard some rumors on the black market grapevine about Jagged's activities and threats. And while I wouldn't mind putting him in a cell, ArkAngel won't go for that without hearing out his lieutenant. And that would just make Jagged reveal his plans a little sooner. Make 'emself sloppy, but there's not enough to to say for sure that Lucas won't listen to him. We need to catch him when he's in the act of something. And I'm afraid if you, Garret, and Falcon are all in danger if you stay here. As much as I'd hate to admit, all of you have moles, minus Falcon's group, and if you stick around I'm afraid you'll get picked off one by one. Connors, I'm including you, because I think you can help us. And it might save your own corporal." Logan stood, rubbing his neck. "I know it seems stupid to tuck tail and hide, but until we-I can figure out the moles, you four will have to leave for a little bit."

"Why not Crystal? And Levi?" Sapphire asked.

Connors darkened at Levi's name. "Collins is too much of a coward." He growled.

Logan turned to face him, eyes flashing dangerously. "Only because you don't understand the threats Jagged has told him about Crystal that I don't pummel you right now, Captain. Levi is safe, for now, because Jagged knows he has leverage over him, and he's threatening Crystal's life and career if Levi doesn't keep silent and out of it. So those two are safe right now. Captain, Crystal has a lot of dirt on her record with ArkAngel right now, mainly due to Jagged and her own stupid temper. But she's a good soldier, and much better in command of her team than Jagged's own Katarah would be. That's another reason Levi caved in so quickly when he was with you, Connors. He's protecting his men, her men, himself, and her. It's a lot to handle. Hesh, I need to bring him in on this too, but he's close to Lucas too, and I'm afraid as everyone's shrink, he might talk unintentionally or ask too many questions." He raked a hand over his head, glaring at the far wall. "Fuck, there's just too many what-ifs. And it's all we got right now." He took a deep breath. "Anyway, Captain, Sapphire, I'll won't tell ArkAngel anything until questions are asked about your disapearences. But tell your teams, minus yourself, Captain. Too risky for your men, no offense. And only tell your right hands that will be staying about the mole, and nothing else. Got it? Relay that to Garret and Falcon, please."

"Will be staying?" Sapphire bit her lip. "You mean we're taking one of our right hands with us?"

"Yes. Whichever one you want." Logan straightened, gazing firmly at them. "Now go."

...

"Ready, Foley?" Sapphire murmured softly to her right hand.

"Yeah, guess so, Ma'am." Foley hiked his pack over his shoulders. "You take care, Owl. Careful of Jagged and Katarah." His voice hitched a little as he bumped his friends shoulder playfully. "Don't miss us too much."

Owl, a seasoned, trustworthy-looking fellow, and decent, nodded sadly. "Don't be gone too long, please, Brodey. We needja here."

"Got it." Sapphire flashed him a reassuring smile before following Connors down to Garret's hangar, Foley following.

"Ready, Garret?" Connors called out quietly. It was nearly midnight, the appointed time to meet Shadows, so most of the Marines were asleep.

"Yes." Andy "Eagle" Garret turned towards them. "Amber, be careful. Trust your gut. I believe in you." He turned to his other right hand. "Comrade, you good?" At the man's nod, Comrade turned to Connors. "Let's go get Falcon and we can go."

This time, the right hands led the way. Foley and Comrade talked in low voices while Sapphire and Garret talked. Connors envied their friendship even though he knew Sapphire liked him more. He was happy nonetheless when the group made it to Falcon's quarters. The Scout and his right hand were waiting.

"Connors, and everyone else who doesn't know, this is Hawk." Falcon explained quietly.

"Wait, I thought you Scouts didn't have right hands?" Foley muttered, confused.

"We don't. We trust each other the same, but we have a tiny rank system going based on experience and expertise. Hawk and Night are my two Scouts who would most likely succeed me in leading the rest, so to you guys they are considered my right hands. Night is staying behind." Falcon explained quietly. "But can we go now? I don't want to be caught so soon and leave my Scouts for that long when it's being noticed."

"Right. Of course. Secrecey." Andy grumbled.

"Are you this joyful all the time, Garret?" Falcon muttered crossly, which pleasantly surprised Connors.

"Got some tough'n grit in ya after all, kid." He murmured to Falcon as he closely followed Sapphire out towards the meeting spot.

"Captain."

Connors paused, groaning inwardly at Levi's voice. "Lieutenant Collins." He turned and faced the younger man coldly. He eyed Brock appraisingly, noting his full combat-ready travel gear slung over his shoulder casually.

"Captain, I hoped you'd forgiven me." Levi sighed, eyes downcast. He sucked in a breath and mustered a small smile at Connors. "Just please, accept an offering from me."

"And what would that be?" Connors growled.

"Take Brock with you. You've seen his skills. He's an ODST. He's handy in many different styles of fighting you may encounter. If not for that, at least another body to help protect the others." Levi's eyes pleaded with Connors to let him help.

"You'd sacrifice your own men?" Connors' voice rose as he took a threatening step towards Levi, towering over the ODST commander.

"Back off, Captain. I suggested it." Brock shoved himself in front of Connors, facing him squarely. "And I agree to it. I've seen what Jagged speaks of, and know of his threats. Any honorable soldier would agree to help take down that bastard. Now quit arguing, swallow your pride, and lets go." Brock kept even with Connors, even though he had to look up at his face.

Connors glared at the man, but after a few alarming seconds, admiration flickered in his eyes. "Very well, Brock. Come along. Assuming Lieutenant Collins has another right hand?" He glanced over Brock's shoulder to Levi, who nodded.

"Yes. Bowerman's staying with me."

"Fine. I accept Brock. Now you need to go, Collins. We need to leave now."

"Of course. Gem-" Levi hesitated, spotting Sapphire watching. "Take care of yourself. Please." With that, he trotted off.

"Coulda been a little more receptive, Connors." Falcon began quietly as Connors strode back to them, Brock close behind.

"Nonsense. Shows him next time not to abandon me like that. He's a good soldier underneath." Connors sent a quick smile to Sapphire, who smirked and shook her head in disbelief. "Weird. All right, let's go, guys."

...

Ash Shadows was drumming his fingers nervously against the rock he was sitting on. It was 10 minutes past the time they were supposed to show, and, of course, Stryker had chosen the worst possible time and place for a meeting. Jagged's own lieutenant and her new plaything, along with two other Delta members who didn't really warm up to him were coming by in a few minutes on patrol duty. It was their duty night, after all. He sighed, hearing footsteps. "Rogue." He whispered, relieved. "Never been so glad to hear your weird footsteps."

"Eh. Practice makes perfect." Rogue sniped back, annoyed. "Where's the rest of the grumblers?"

"Here." Garret volunteered from direction of the hatch that led down to the tunnels.

"Good." Rogue replied, then glanced at Ash. "You wanna tell 'em or should I?"

Ash gulped. "Me, I guess."

"Tell us what?" Connors demanded.

"Some few basic rules. But first, let's get the hell outta here." Ash quickly muttered, hearing foreign whispers. "Jagged's men on patrol tonight. Do not want Katarah to catch us out here together."

Ash led the team away into the dark, following the steep mountains to what they considered north. After a couple hours of silent trekking, he checked for sounds or anything to confirm a tail and was satisifed nothing was following them. "Kay, suckers, take five."

Everyone crouched, staying low. Garret was the first to break the silence. "What did you need to tell us?"

Ash glared at the soldier, even though it was too dark for Garret to see it. "Okay, my group of warriors are not people you play around with. They may even know some of your names, and find they don't really like you for what you've done in the past. Right now, everyone needs to pick a code name to go by while you are at my compound under my command. So no one recognizes you, of course."

"Gem." Sapphire immidiately volunteered. "No one but lieutenants call me that. No one else really knows it."

"Okay, common for us, so easy to remember." Ash commented, nodding his head approvingly. "Garret?"

"Eagle."

"Classy." Ash remarked, glancing at his right hand. "And you?"

"Comrade."

"Is that your name? You belong to Eagle here?"

The soldier nodded. "Yes and yes, but I doubt anyone would know me anyway. I'm not that public about my kills."

"Okay, since I've never heard of you, I guess that's okay." Ash replied. He turned his eyes to Foley. "And you?"

"Foley. I belong to Gemstone. Same about me, my commander here gets all the attention."

"Sly, but I've heard a little about you. Too risky. Chose something."

"Um... Folly's fine." Foley replied, grinning. "Yeah, I like it."

"Stupid idiot." Brock chuckled softly. "Fits. Not bad, _Folly_."

Foley, now Folly, flashed him an impish grin before glancing at Falcon.

"Just Falcon. I'm new, and I'm a Scout. We're not well known outside the base. Even inside, we keep to ourselves. I'd rather keep my name, if able. It's personal." Falcon said quietly. "Besides, we don't fight on a battlefield."

"I've heard of you, Falcon." Ash said quietly. "And I'm sorry about your brother. He was a good man, great Scout. Keep your name. No one else will know it. And your right hand?"

"Hawk." Hawk glanced at Falcon. "I'd like to keep it, too."

"Sure. They work. It's true, you guys are good at keep secrets. Falcon and Hawk. I like it." Ash chuckled. He glanced at Brock. "You definately need to change your name, Cobra."

"Cobra?" Brock asked, confused. "Who calls me that?"

"Me. Just thought it up. It suits you." Ash chuckled.

Quiet laughter rippled through the team, then ended as they turned towards Connors.

"Wolf."

Connors glanced at Gem, who gazed deeply into his eyes.

"You're name is Wolf." She gave him a tender smile.

Connors nodded. "Wolf it is." He turned to Rogue. "You too?"

"Eh, why the fuck not. Dragon team is the squad I belonded to in boot camp, I'll be Dragon." Rogue chuckled.

Ash smirked. "My people already know you, Rogue. Good luck getting them to call you that, old man."

Dragon/Rogue spat. "It's cool."

Ash shrugged, standing. "Around my warriors, I'm known as Dagger, and Dagger only. Names are important to use. They define who you are, and what you are. These are the names you must stick with and use while in my camp. Everyone clear?"

At everyone's nod, Dagger smiled coyly. "Good. Gunstar, come meet our guests." And with that, a giant, white, Field Elite Commander of the Covenant appeared besides him, his sword gleaming as he observed all of them with cold, expressionless eyes.


End file.
